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THE  TERCENTENARY 

It  is  generally  known  that  the  coming  year  is  to  be  a gala  year  in  the 
history  of  education.  The  celebration  of  the  establishment  of  secondary 
school  education  in  America  is  to  take  place  with  Latin  School — the  first 
such  school  in  America — as  the  center  of  all  observance.  The  plans  for  the 
celebration  have  been  for  the  first  time  publicized  by  Mr.  Patrick  T.  Camp- 
bell. 

A rapid  survey  of  the  arrangements  being  made  reveals  an  elaborate 
and  interesting  program.  The  History  Committee  is  in  the  act  of  preparing 
a brief,  popular  account  of  the  school,  written  by  Mr.  Thomas  W.  Dunn  . . . 
The  School  Participation  Committee  is  preparing  a pageant  to  be  presented 
in  the  school  hall  on  the  twenty-second  of  April  . . . The  Department  of  Sec- 
ondary School  Principals  is  planning  to  nationalize  the  celebration  by  a con- 
vention at  (perhaps)  Atlantic  City  ...  A Miss  Holmes  is  writing  a history 
of  the  school  under  the  auspices  of  the  Harvard  School  of  Education  (a  purely 
professional  but  pertinent  venture)  . . . Dr.  R.  M.  Green,  ’89,  will  write  the 
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poem  of  commemoration  ...  A paper  has  been  requested  of  the  distinguished 
philosopher  and  poet.  Dr.  George  Santayana  (now  residing  in  Rome)  . . . The 
twenty-third  of  April  is  to  be  Class  Day.  (This  is  the  actual  date  of  the 
founding  of  the  school)  . . . On  the  evenings  of  the  twenty-second  and  twenty- 
thrid  there  will  be  reunions  and  banquets  for  the  various  classes,  and  a meet- 
ing of  the  Alumni  “in  toto.” 

The  Committee,  as  you  see,  has  spared  no  pains  or  expense  to  make  the 
celebration  a memorable  event.  It  remains  now  for  the  school  and  its  con- 
stituents to  co-operate  in  full  in  order  that  the  significance  of  the  coming 
year  may  be  fully  realized.  Latin  School  has  a vital  role  in  the  events  to 
take  place,  and  must  exert  every  effort  to  gain  the  full  benefit  of  the  occasion. 

S.  S. 


A TEACHER— AND  A FRIEND 

The  recent  passing  of  Mr.  Alaric  Stone,  former  master  at  the  Latin 
School,  has  been  mourned  by  all  who  knew  him  as  the  friend  he  was.  We 
undergraduates  and  the  majoirty  of  our  present  masters  were  unacquainted 
with  Mr.  Stone  personally.  Yet  his  passing  bears  a significance  definitely 
pertinent  to  our  own  lives.  It  tends  to  prove  to  us  the  importance  of  that 
intangible  bond  which  exists  between  the  student  and  his  teacher.  It  shows 
us  that  that  humaneness  which  the  pupil  longs  to  find  in  his  master — that 
power  of  understanding  so  ardently  wished  for — is  present  in  every  master. 

Mr.  Stone,  a true  New  Englander,  majestic  in  his  bearing;  serious- 
minded  and  unbending,  held  over  his  pupils  no  weapon  but  that  of  respect. 
His  dry  humor,  turning  at  times  to  irony,  never  brought  forth  the  sudden 
burst  of  guffaws  to  which  the  students’  mind  so  readily  lends  itself.  In- 
stead, he  commanded  the  loving  respect  of  every  boy  with  whom  he  came 
in  contact.  Teachers,  new  at  the  time  of  Mr.  Stone’s  teaching,  are  full  of 
tales  of  the  gratitude  owed  him  for  his  helpful  hints  to  the  new  masters. 

Personality  may  be  represented  by  one’s  tastes  in  forms  of  amusements. 
Hobbies  usually  give  a clear  picture  of  one’s  inner  self.  Mr.  Stone’s  genial 
character  may  be  shown  by  the  love  he  held  for  all  outdoor  life.  The  chip- 
munk was  his  favorite  animal,  and  he  is  said  to  have  made  many  a pet  of 
the  same  animal. 

Other  teachers  have  hobbies ; for  all  teachers  are  “fellows,”  and  all 
masters  have  the  inner  personality  which  many  a pupil  fails  or  refuses  to 
see.  The  same  bond  that  was  existent  between  Mr.  Stone  and  his  acquain- 
tances is  now  prevalent  among  teachers  and  pupils. 

When  school  has  been  left  behind — when  the  names  of  masters  become 
dim  memories — and  the  serious  business  of  life  has  crowded  all  remem- 
brances of  the  past  down  into  an  obscure  corner  of  the  mind — then  the  pass- 
ing of  a former  teacher  will  be  accompanied  by  that  curious  tingle  in  the  heart 
that  says : I knew  him  once — more  than  an  acquaintance  and  more  than  a 
master — a friend. 


s.  s. 
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ALARIC  STONE 

To  the  Editor  of  the  Latin  School  Register : 

I first  met  Alaric  Stone  when  I began  teaching  at  Boston  Latin  in  Sep- 
tember, 1911.  I had  a division  of  Class  VI.  in  Room  1.  in  the  Warren  Avenue 
building.  Mr.  Stone  was  the  master  of  Room  3,  nearly  opposite  me.  As 
the  oldest  man  in  that  end  of  our  corridor,  he  was,  in  a way,  in  general 
charge  of  corridor  discipline  for  our  part  of  the  first  floor.  I was  entirely 
new  to  the  customs  and  practices  of  a large  public  school  and  needed  much 
counsel  and  advice.  Mr.  Stone  had  told  me  to  come  to  him  whenever  I 
needed  such  help  as  he  could  give,  and  I ever  found  him  a wise  and  helpful 
friend.  And  he  was  just  that — a real  friend.  Never  have  I heard  one  of 
his  colleagues  speak  of  him  but  with  the  greatest  affection  and  esteem.  We 
all  loved  him  for  his  friendly  qualities,  for  his  bubbling  humor,  for  his  help- 
ful attitude.  We  admired  ( his  sound  scholarship  and  his  mastery  of  the  art 
of  teaching.  Boys  who  had  him  for  a Latin  teacher  were  sure,  from  the 
start,  of  a thorough  preparation  for  their  “College  Boards.” 

Later  in  my  career  at  Latin  School  I 
became  faculty  adviser  for  the  Register. 

Mr.  Stone  was  conspicuous  among  all 
the  teachers  for  expressing  his  apprecia- 
tion of  the  work  the  boys  did  on  the 
school  paper.  It  is  no  small  task  to  pro- 
duce nine  interesting  issues  every  year. 

I never  remember  a month  passing  with- 
out a kind  and  appreciative  word  from 
Mr.  Stone  about  the  current  number  of 
the  Register.  It  was  a tremendous  help 
to  hear  praise  from  one  whose  judgment 
we  all  respected.  It  encouraged  the  boys 
to  know  that  they  had  Mr.  Stone  for  an 
interested  and  appreciative  reader  of  their  boyish  efforts. 

Mr.  Stone  and  I had  a common  interest  in  bass  fishing.  We  were  not 
together  in  the  summer,  nor  did  we  ever  fish  together.  Not  a summer  passed, 
however,  but  that  we  wrote  each  other  about  some  mighty  fishing  exploit 
of  OUR  OWN.  It  used  to  seem  to  me  sometimes  that  my  friend,  among 
his  other  youthful  qualities,  retained  the  power  of  imagination  much  in  ex- 
cess of  my  own.  Be  that  as  it  may,  he  certainly  made  some  marvelous 
catches  in  the  waters  around  Camden.  When  he  presented  me  with  the 
picture  that  you  see  in  this  issue,  he  reached  the  acme  of  his  fame.  The 
picture  is  self-explanatory.  I here  is  the  king,  and  there  am  I,  or  any  other 
rival,  a grovelling  subject. 

He  has  gone,  and  we  who  were  his  colleagues  are  all  the  poorer.  But 
his  memory  will  ever  live  with  us,  making  us.  the  richer  for  having  had  in 
Alaric  Stone  a real  friend. 

Yours  truly, 

Frederick  H.  Dole. 
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BEDLAM. 
Sidney  Sulkin 


(A  kill  in  the  rear.  The  ground  is 
rough  and  barren  but  for  a few  trees  and 
an  old  kindly-faced  Christian,  who  walks 
slozvly  along,  evidently  following  some 
barely  perceptible  roadway.  A clatter  of 
horse’s  roofs  on  loose  stones,  and  over 
the  rise  appears  the  top  of  a long  lance 
followed  by  a helmeted  head  and  a long, 
gaunt  face,  mustached  and  bearded.  The 
rider,  clothed  entirely  in  old,  rusty  armor 
and  bearing  an  antiquated  shield  and  long 
sword,  rides  majestically  on  a noble  steed, 
once  of  the  plough.  Behind,  at  a respect- 
able distance,  is  a straddling  mule,  upon 
which  is  mounted  a stout,  sweating  figure. 
The  Christian,  who  carries  a rude  staff, 
hearing  the  hoof-beats,  turns  and  stares, 
while  the  strangers  ride  up.) 

Don  Quixote  ( calling ) : 

If  thou  be  Christian,  stop!  If  Pagan, 
die ! 

For  Don  Quixote  de  la  Mancha’s  nigh ! 

( Shakes  lance  threatenly ) 

Christian  : 

Nay,  drop  thy  lance  and  sheath  thy 
sword,  for  I 

Am  bearer  of  a Christian  name. 
Sancho  Panza:  A lie! 

Quixote:  Be  still,  thou  knave.  (To 
Christian ) I see  it  in  thine  eyes. 

(Dismounts,  drawing  sword ) 

Chris:  (Paling.  Clasps  hands  in  sup- 
plication) 

Our  Father  that  in  Heaven  art — 

D.  0. : Nay,  rise ! 

I brood  no  evil.  ’Tis  a chore  I ask. 

Anoint  me!  Knight  me  and  I'll  to  my 
task ! 

Chris.:  (Trembling  with  joy.  Takes 
sword  and  lays  it  on  the  shoulder  of 
the  kneeling  Don.  Sancho  stands 
near  his  mule.) 

With  all  my  heart  I dub  thee  holy 
knight 


To  cruise  the  world  all  sin  and  wrong 
to  right. 

I bid  thee  bear  this  message  to  all  man  : 

“Paul  Bunyan  loves  ye!” 

Sancho  (softly)  : Fool  of  the  asses'  clan ! 

(A  young  man  walks  jauntily  along  the 
road,  swinging  with  one  hand  a huge  gold 
candlestick.  Around  his  neck  he  wears  as 
necklace  a large  noose  as  from  a lynching 
rope.) 

Francois  Villon  (singing)  : 

Villon  has  stole  a candlestick, 

Macee  shall  have  a kiss ; 

Beaudlaire  hast  lost  his  candlestick, 

But  gold  he’ll  never  miss. 

(Chuckles  to  himself) 

Ma  cherie  Rose  et  petite  Roselle, 

They  love  the  song  and  wine 

And  Francois,  too;  yet  all  of  these 
Would  gorge  upon  the  swine. 

D.  Q.  (riding  up)  : 

Be  quiet,  youth,  and  tell  thy  Christian 
name. 

To  rid  this  world  of  evil  is  my  aim. 
Villon  (still  singing)  : 

A fool  once  sought  to  rid  the  sky 
Of  clouds  and  made  a broom 

That  swept  the  heaven  clean  of  sun 
And  lo  ! he  found  but  gloom  ! 

D.  Q.: 

Wilt  mock  me,  eh?  Then  arm  thyself, 
thou  slave, 

And  know  the  taste  of  good  though  sin 
thou  crave. 

Villon  : 

Thou  seekest  evil?  Look  you  where  a 
cloud 

The  sun’s  kind  face  in  evil  doth  en- 
shroud. 

(D.  Q.  looks  where  Villon  points.  V. 
slaps  the  horse  a resounding  smack  and 
the  steed  bounds  off.) 

Sancho  (coming  up)  : Dost  know,  kind 
sir — 
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V.  (in  anger ) : Are  thieves  and  cut- 
throats kind? 

Sancho:  Dost  know,  blessed  sir — 

V.  (in  greater  anger ) : 

Keep  blessings  for  the  blind ! 

Thy  lord  be  blessed  and  thou  be 
blessed,  Thou  fool ! 

For  me  but  curses  in  the  world  I rule. 
(Sancho  escapes  after  his  master ) 
(Sighing) 

Ah,  fools ! For  him  who  dwells  in 
mire, 

The  sun  is  kin  to  death. 

For  him  who  wallows  with  the  swine 
There’s  poison  in  sweet  breath. 

( Musing ) 

Thou  reverend  sir — thou  blessed  sir — 
ma  mere — 

She  would  have  liked  it — Bah ! the  fool 
Beaudlaire 

Shall  lose  another  candlestick.  Macee 
Shall  have  another  kiss — Villon  shall 
pray ! 

Haha,  to  Bacchus  he  shall  sing! — 
(Thinks  of  Sancho;  bitterly) 

If  but  his  knavish  throat  my  hands 
could  ring! 

(Musing  again) 

(Sings) 

My  mother  that  doth  gaze  upon  this 
head, 

Forgive  the  deeds  wherefore  thine 
heart  hath  bled. 

Repentance  seeks  the  blackest  souls, 
e’en  mine, 

And  finding,  wakes  us  from  Hell’s  bit- 
ter bed; 

And  lo ! The  rankest  soul  is  now 
divine.  . . . 

(A  middle-aged  man,  uncouth,  but 
fiery-eyed,  walks  along  absently,  his  head 
thrown  back  in  laughter.  D.  Q.  comes 
galloping  up  until  he  nears  the  man.  Then 
the  horse  slows  down,  panting.  D.  Q. 
flashes  fire  from  his  eye  — fire  meets 
fire—) 

Swinburne:  Haha!  Haha! 


D.  Q.  (Seizing  his  sword)  : 

Well,  wherefore  dost  thou  cackle, 
rogue?  Art  kin 

To  yonder  knave  who  knows  but  love 
and  sin  ? 

Swin.  : I laugh  where  all  men  weep. 

D.  O. : I do  not  weep. 

Sancho:  Yon  Villon  weeps  while  thou 
the  clouds  dost  sweep. 

(D.  Q.  glozvers) 

Swin.:  When  Villon  weeps,  then  Swin- 
burne, too ! 

(Sings) 

O Fate!  what  souls  are  lost  in  thee 
That  thou  dost  hide  and  ne’er  reveal? 
None  are  gone  eternally; 

Ever  wilt  thou  send  them  free 
At  Man’s  appeal ! 

D.  Q.  (fuming)  : 

Thou  rogue ! I see  dost  sympathise ! 
The  lust  for  mirth  is  in  thine  eyes! 
Quixote  warns — wilt  fight  or  fly? 
(Lowers  lance) 

Swin.  (calmly)  : With  Villon  Swin- 
burne casts  his  die ! 

(Steps  forzvard  baring  his  breast) 
From  living  unto  dying, 

From  sin  to  cooling  sleep, 

Relief  from  constant  sighing, 

A step  to  end  all  grief. 

All  thoughts  in  nights  undated 
Of  love  and  souls  belated 
Are  nought  to  hearts  unmated 
In  death,  the  welcome  thief. 

I’ve  tired  of  idle  dreaming 
That  questions  even  Fate, 

For  joy  is  but  the  seeming 
And  love  is  sooner  hate. 

From  life  I long  to  waken 
To  death  whence  woe  is  taken, 

Where  faith  is  never  shaken  . . . 

Make  haste  before  ’tis  late! 

D.  Q.  (about  to  run  Szvin.  through)  : 

To  death  is  but  a mincing  step  and  thou 
Shalt  take  it  from  my  jealous  blade, 
I vow ! 

Sancho:  I beg  thee,  sire. 
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D.  Q.: 

Thou,  too,  sin’s  hand  dost  clasp. 

E’er  seconds  fly,  thou,  too,  for  breath 
shalt  gasp! 

But  speak ! 

Sancho  : Dost  punish  with  fulfillment, 
lord. 

D.  Q. : Speak  not  in  riddles,  rogue,  or 
else  the  sword — 

Sancho: 

The  wretched  churl  seeks  death.  Wilt 
grant  his  quest? 

If  Paradise  is  in  his  death  then  rest 

Is  nowhere  for  him  on  this  cruel  earth. 

D.  Q. : Then  live  thou,  slave;  ’Tis  but 
thy  skimpy  worth. 

Swin  : How  generous  who  gives  what  is 
not  his? 

All  men  sow  seeds  to  reap  the  fruit 

And  bitter  the  bud  from  the  bitter  root. 

( Turns  suddenly  as  though  having 
heard  a sound) 

’Tis  Proserpine.  — Farewell,  dear 
friends;  there  is 

A kindness  on  this  earth — the  right  of 
breath. 

Tomorrow  is  another  day  for  death  . . . 

( Runs  off  down  the  road,  following  a 
voice.) 

( D . Q.,  followed  by  Pancho,  ambling 
along,  musing.) 

D.  Q. : What  fools  to  love. 

Sancho:  And  fools  not  to  love. 


D.  Q. : The  first  loved  men — -a  holy  soul 
— I’d  make  him  king — 

Sancho:  King’s  jester! 

D.  Q.: 

If  I weren’t  king. 

And  one  admired  by  women. 

Sancho:  Himself  his  greatest  admirer. 
D.  Q. : And  one  a lover  of  death — 
Sancho:  When  death  is  in  the  morrow. 
D.  Q.  ( Pointing  to  a figure,  whom  they 
approach.  The  figure  is  seated  on  a 
stone  by  the  zmyside,  his  face  in  his 
hands)  : 

And  this  a lover  of  sorrow. 

Sancho:  Better  a lover  of  drink. 

Edgar  Allen  Poe  (without  looking  up)  : 
Hear  the  rasping  of  the  voices, 
Grating  voices ! 

Ever  teasing,  never  pleasing,  merely 
rev’ling  in  their  noises. 

How  they  mix  in  sharp  contention 
In  the  chaos  of  the  mind 
Till  the  thoughts  are  at  dissension 
And  the  heart  assumes  a rind. 
How  they  file,  file,  file, 

With  a curdling  sort  of  wile, 

Ever  rasping  to  the  gasping  of  the 
heart  . . 

( Stops  abruptly  and  looks  up  with  the 
stare  of  madness  in  his  eyes.  Then  he 
scampers  off  like  a scared  rabbit.) 

D.  0. : The  world  is  naught  but  evil ! 
Sancho  (softly):  Naught  but  Good! 


MEDITATION  OF  A REPENTANT 
RHYMESTER 


Rollicking  rhythm  and  rippling  rhyme 

Dash  from  the  pen  in  jingling  time — 

Lilting  refrains  trip  swiftly  along, 

Trochees  and  dactyls  jostle  and 
throng : 

But  it  isn’t  the  meter,  nor  is  it  the 
scheme, 

Nor  even  the  purist’s  rhyme  that  I 
mean. 

For  look  you,  dear  friend,  there’s 
hardly  a line 

Within  this  wretched  attempt  of  mine 


That  clings  to  conventional  prosody’s 
laws 

That  castigate  freedom  with  lustrating 

taws. 

I admit  that  music’s  appeal  to  the  heart 
Must  never  be  spurned,  in  whole  or  in 
part : 

But  never  will  conscience  allow  me  to 
say 

That  though  to  fetters  should  ever 
give  way. 

Lawrence  F.  Ebb , ’35. 
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BETWEEN  TRAINS 

• John  A.  Foley,  ’38 


New  York  is  a wonderful  city.  It 
is  the  beginning  of  everything  for  some 
people ; for  others  it  may  be  the  end. 
Most  of  its  throbbing  action  centers 
around  the  Grand  Central  Station, 
where  dramas  are  enacted  every  hour 
while  people  wait  “between  trains.” 

It  was  fifteen  minutes  before  the 
Chicago-bound  express  was  due,  but 
already  the  waiting-room  was  rapidly 
filling  with  all  types  of  people.  Two 
men,  both  about  thirty-five,  were  lean- 
ing back  against  one  of  the  benches. 
One  was  occupied  in  reading  a late 
tabloid.  The  other  just  sat  and  smoked. 
That  they  were  strangers  there  was 
no  mistaking,  but  soon  the  man  with 
the  paper  turned  to  the  other  occu- 
pant of  the  bench  and  pointed  to  a 
column. 

“Say,  buddy,  look  at  that!  If  that 
isn’t  rich — ” 

The  smoker  glanced  at  the  speaker 
and  then  to  the  paper.  The  article 
was  captioned:  “Radio  Star  Becomes 
Doctor.”  Then  followed  an  article 
about  the  famous  radio  star  who, 
when  his  voice  failed,  turned  from 
the  “mike”  to  the  scalpel.  Without 
finishing  the  account,  the  smoker 
looked  up. 

“Well,  what  is  so  odd  in  that?” 

“Odd?  Say,  that’s  wonderful  pub- 
licity for  that  singer!  Imagine  him 
a doctor ! I’ll  bet  he  can’t  even  tell 
what  a bone  looks  like ! Bet  he’s  get- 
ting big  money  for  that.  Wish  I were 
in  his  place !” 

“You  do?” 

“Sure!  Don’t  you?” 

“I  don’t  know.  Have  you  ever  heard 
his  story?” 

“No.  Has  he  one?” 

“Almost  everyone  has !” 

“Have  you?” 


“Isn’t  that  rather  personal  for  a 
stranger?” 

“Sorry,  buddy.  I didn’t  think. 
Sorry.” 

“That’s  all  right.”  He  paused,  and 
the  other  man  became  silent  for  a 
while,  but  soon  turned  to  the  slow- 
speaking, quiet  smoker. 

“You  asked  me  if  I knew  this  ‘ac- 
tor’s’ story.  Do  you?  I’d  like  to  hear 
it.  The  train  won’t  be  in  for  ten  min- 
utes or  more,  and  I’ve  finished  this 
‘scandal  sheet.’  Would  you  tell  me — ” 

“Well,  it  won’t  take  long.  You  see, 
it  happened  about  five  years  ago.  Alan 
was  newly  graduated  from  college  and 
by  chance  had  obtained  a place  as  the 
‘Vagabond  Singer.’  He  was  making 
good  money,  too;  but  his  throat  was 
never  quite  strong.  You  see,  it  was 
simple  to  bring  it  all  about.”  He 
stopped.  The  other  folded  his  paper 
and  leaned  back  more  comfortably  to 
listen. 

* * * 

Slowly  the  singer  stepped  back  from 
the  microphone  to  give  the  “fading” 
effect  to  his  theme  song.  The  an- 
nouncer brushed  by  him  to  say  softly 
into  the  “mike”:  “You  have  been  lis- 
tening to  Alan  Trevor,  the  ‘Vagabond 
Singer !’  His  program  came  to  you 
through  the  facilities  of  Station 
WXYZ.  He  will  be  with  you  again 
one  week  from  tonight  at  the  same 
hour.  Until  then,  good-night !” 

By  that  time  Alan  had  left  the  stu- 
dio and  was  preparing  to  leave  the 
building'.  As  he  was  putting  on  his 
gloves,  the  announcer  said  to  him : 
“Your  voice  was  the  best  ever!  What 
fan  mail  you’ll  be  getting  tomorrow ! 
Why,  what  is  the  matter?  Aren’t  you 
feeling  well?” 

“It’s  nothing.  Just  nerves,  I guess. 
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My  throat  doesn’t  feel  so  good.  It’ll 
go  away,  though.  By  the  way,  I’m 
singing  for  the  children  tomorrow. 
The  program  for  the  children’s  ward 
that  I promised  ages  ago.  ‘Doc’  Hol- 
land said  for  me  not  to  go,  that  I’ll 
ruin  my  voice  if  I do  . . . Said  I was 
singing  too  much  outside  of  my  pro- 
gram, but  I can’t  let  those  little  chil- 
dren down  like  that ! They  think  I’m 
great ! Why,  the  other  day  when  I 
was  over  there,  one  little  fellow — a 
cripple,  who  will  never  get  out  of  his 
wheel-chair — said,  ‘Gosh,  Mr.  Trevor, 
you’re  swell ! He  meant  it,  too  . . . 
Well,  throat  or  no  throat,  I’m  going 
there  tomorrow !” 

It  was  the  next  day  when  the  turn- 
ing point  came  to  Alan.  He  had  gone 
to  the  children’s  ward  as  he  had  prom- 
ised, and  had  cheered  the  children  with 
his  songs  until  he  could  hardly  speak 
above  a whisper.  Doctor  Holland  en- 
tered as  Alan  was  leaving  the  children, 
dressed  in  white  in  preparation  for  an 
emergency  operation. 

When  he  saw  Alan,  he  smiled 
grimly.  “So  you  came?  And  your 
voice  is  gone  by  now,  I suppose?” 

Alan  tried  to  tell  him  that  he  had 
felt  bound  to  visit  the  children,  but 
the  doctor  waived  his  explanation  and 
led  the  way  back  to  his  private  office, 
saying  to  Alan  as  they  entered,  “I  told 
you  what  would  happen  if  you  per- 
sisted. But  I have  no  time  for  that 
now.  There  is  a little  boy  here  who 
must  be  operated  on  in  five  minutes, 
or !”  His  hands  spread  signifi- 

cantly. “Alan,  I’m  afraid  your  voice 
is  gone  for  good ; but  at  least,  since 
you  think  so  much  of  these  children 
and  I need  a helper  immediately,  I shall 
let  you  try  your  hand  at  being  a sur- 
geon’s assistant.  Here,  put  on  this 
coat,  and  these  gloves.  Hurry !” 

Alan  assisted  at  his  first  operation 


that  afternoon.  He  saw  before  his 
very  eyes  the  difference  between  the 
life  he  had  been  leading,  with  its  pre- 
tense of  cheering  people,  and  the  life 
which  was  instituted  to  bring  back 
broken  bodies  and  mend  physical 
wrecks.  The  next  day  he  himself  was 
a patient  in  the  hospital.  His  voice, 
true  to  Doctor  Holland’s  prediction, 
was  gone.  He  would  never  sing  again. 
In  fact,  he  would  be  lucky  even  to 
talk  again ! By  degrees,  his  power 
of  speech  returned,  however ; and 
when  he  recovered  sufficiently,  Alan 
Trevor  said  “farewell”  to  the  station 
he  had  learned  to  love,  and  to  the  pro- 
gram that  offered  the  “Vagabond 
Singer”  to  the  fans,  and  entered  med- 
ical school. 

He  was  graduated  three  years  ago. 
Six  months  ago  he  arranged  to  oper- 
ate upon  the  little  cripple  who  once 
said,  “Gosh.  Mr.  Trevor,  I think  you’re 
swell !”  No  one  believed  he  could  cure 
the  boy.  Others  had  tried,  but  they 
had  not  the  encouragement  from  the 
patient  he  had  received.  The  opera- 
tion was  a success,  and  Doctor  Trevor 
became  famous.  It  was  only  last  night 
the  world  learned  he  was  the  same 
man  who  had  sung  to  it  over  the  radio 
five  years  ago ! 

* * * 

The  voice  of  the  speaker  had  become 
a trifle  huskier,  and  his  cigarette  had 
fallen  to  the  floor  unheeded  long  be- 
fore. The  reader  of  the  tabloid  stirred. 
Then  he  said,  “Gee,  that  was  some 
yarn,  stranger.  Too  bad  it’s  not  true. 
That  would  make  a fine  story  for  the 
movies!  Thanks;  it  certainly  whiled 
away  the  time.  You’re  a great  story- 
teller. If  I only  had  more  time,  I’d 
like  to  hear  more  . . . He  could  have 
made  more  money  as  a radio  star, 
though.” 

“That  story  is  true,  and  there  isn’t 
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any  more  to  it.  Not  only  that,  but  he 
is  making  more  than  a radio  star.  He 
reaps  a double  profit,  one  in  coin,  the 
other  in  the  joy  of  seeing  miracles 
happen  before  his  eyes !” 

“Maybe  you’re  right,  but  I doubt  it ! 
I’d  rather  have  the  coin,  wouldn’t 
you?” 

“I  don’t  know.  I couldn’t  say  for 
sure.” 


“You  what?  Say,  man,  you  must 
be  crazy!  Well,  here’s  my  train  . . . 
Guess  I’ll  have  to  be  going.” 

“Well,  good-bye.  Perhaps  you  would 
like  to  know  that  you  are  the  first 
one  to  hear  that  story?” 

“O,  sure,  sure  ! Well,  so-long!  Good- 
bye,Mr.  ” 

“Trevor.  Doctor  Alan  Trevor!” 


A YOUTH’S  AWAKENING 

Poor  boy!  He  sees!  . . . Oh,  God,  I once  saw,  too! 

His  youthful  face  contorts  in  sudden  pain, 

A pain  that,  like  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 

Digs  deep  its  shaft  into  the  bursting  heart. 

A face  that  wore  the  careless  smile  of  youth, 

Whose  skin  was  tanned  with  rays  of  basking  hope. 
Whose  eyes  built  fancies  of  a finished  Camelot, 

Ashen  with  the  hue  of  black  reality. 

Those  lips  that  drank  the  drink  of  make-believe 
Quiver  with  the  shock. 

His  shoulders  heave  with  childish  sobs  that  pierce 
The  deafened  air.  His  breast  turns  somersaults. 

A wanton  tear  is  struggling  in  my  cheek. 

It  flounders  in  the  wrinkles  wrought  by  time, 

And  skips  into  the  fortress  of  my  lips. 

He  looks  at  me  with  writhing  agony. 

“I  am  betrayed!  Why  have  you  let  me  sleep? 

You  should  have  crushed  me  as  I dreamt  my  dream. 

You  should  have  squeezed  the  smile  that  smiled  of  peace 
Or  wakened  me  before  it  was  too  late !” 

Those  eyes  that  saw  the  homely  truth  at  last 
Melted  in  tears. 

They  did  not  dim  his  sight. 

An  anguished  soul  ...  A loaded  heart  that  screamed 
With  bitterness.  I dried  his  humid  cheek. 

And  whispered  words  of  wisdom  and  of  love. 

And  laughed  and  laughed  and  challenged  him  to  laugh  . . . 
And  not  to  think — but  laugh ! 

He  laughed  and  understood. 


Dana  A.  Schnittkind. 
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THE  CALL  OF  THE  WILD 

or 

PARADISE  LOST 

Elliot  L.  Sagall  ’35. 


The  Place:  Any  home-room  (prefer- 
ably a Class  I room)  of  the  Public  Latin 
School. 

The  Time:  The  home-room  period  any 
school  day. 

The  Characters: 

The  Master  of  the  room  (no  remarks 
needed). 

Smith,  a pupil  whose  ears  are  so  large 
that  on  windy  days  he  hires  himself 
out  to  sail  boats. 

Black,  another  pupil  who  always  signs 
Mae  West  at  the  end  of  his  test 
papers,  because  he’s  afraid  he’s  done 
’em  wrong. 

Sam  and  Abe,  the  Jones  boys,  wolves 
in  sheeps’  clothing,  and  who  also  re- 
alize the  old  proverb : “All  work  and 
no  play  makes  Jack — and  lots  of  it.” 

The  Class,  an  amazing  collection  of 
about  thirty  of  the  strangest  indi- 
viduals ever  seen. 

As  the  curtain  rises,  the  Master  is 
standing  in  front  of  the  class  reading  a 
notice.  None  of  the  class  is  paying  any 
attention  at  all  to  the  notice,  but  never- 
theless the  Master  continues  reading. 

The  Master  ( reading ) : The  Literary 
Club,  The  French  Club,  The  Stamp  Club 
(at  this  point  Smith,  zvho  is  so  hungry 
that  his  eyes  are  feasting  on  every  object 
in  the  room,  slowly  opens  his  desk  and 
casts  an  anxious  glance  at  his  lunch  bag, 
os  if  he  feared  that  somebody  had  stolen 
that  priceless  treasure,  or  that  it  had  run 
away  of  its  own  accord.  How  much 
longer  does  he  have  to  wait  before  he 
can  crunch  its  delicious  contents  between 
his  eager  teeth ? He  looks  hurriedly  up 
at  the  clock.  Curses!  Still  ten  minutes 
to  go.  He  can  almost  taste  a choice  mor- 
sel in  his  yearning  mouth.  His  vitals  are 
craving  for  food,  but  he  must  wait  until 


the  liberating  bell  at  12:27  shall  allow 
him  to  eat.  Oh!  The  ignominy  of  it  all). 
The  Radio  Club,  The  Debating  Club,  The 
Chess  and  Checker  Club  (again  Smith 
raises  his  desk  cover  and  fondly  gazes 
within.  This  time,  however,  he  extricates 
a choice  bit  from  his  lunch  bag,  and 
places  it  within  easy  reach  so  that  at  the 
first  peal  of  the  bell  he  can  immediately 
dive  for  it).  The  Register  Staff,  The 
Class  Committee,  The  Physics  Club,  The 
Class  Delegates  (Again  mortal  has  yielded 
to  the  irresistible  temptation  of  Satan. 
Smith  conceals  himself  behind  his  pro- 
tecting desk  cover  and  viciously  takes  a 
bite  of  his  sandzvich.  A look  of  com- 
plete bliss  and  happiness  fills  his  face,  as 
he  greedily  masticates  the  bread).  The 
Year  Book  Committee,  The  Library  Ser- 
vice Club,  The  Ring  Committee,  The 
Picture  Committee,  The  Class  Officers 
(The  Master  glances  up.  As  he  does  so, 
Smith  slams  his  desk  shut  and  gazes  into 
the  Master’s  face  zvith  a countenance  ex- 
pressing the  height  of  innocence.  The 
Master  is  deceived  and  continues  read- 
ing). The  Band,  The  Bugle  Corps,  The 
Math  Club,  and  The  Faculty  will  meet 
today  at  two-thirty.  All  boys  are  urged 
to  attend.  (Finished  with  the  notice,  the 
Master  returns  to  his  desk,  sits  down, 
and  busies  himself  with  work.  When 
Smith  is  sure  that  the  attention  of  the 
Master  is  occupied,  Smith  returns  to  the 
inner  portals  of  his  desk  and  voraciously 
devours  sandwich  after  sandwich,  cake 
after  cake,  and  all  kinds  of  fruit.  The 
three  pupils  [Black  and  the  Jones  boys], 
seated  around  him  during  this  action 
watch  Smith  with  mouths  watering  and 
admire  the  speed  and  dexterity  with 
which  Smith  gobbles  up  the  contents  of 
his  lunch  bag.  Finally,  through  with  the 
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greater  part  of  the  lunch,  Smith  produces 
several  pieces  of  candy.  He  removes  the 
wrapper  and  haughtily  pops  one  into  his 
mouth.  He  smacks  his  lips  with  great 
gusto,  and  appears  to  be  enjoying  him- 
self to  the  superlative  degree.  A cunning 
look  creeps  into  Black’s  eyes.  He  pats 
himself  on  the  back.) 

Black  ( aside  to  Smith  in  a whisper ) : 
Gimme  a piece  o’  candy,  will  ya?  I’m 
starved. 

Smith  ( aside  to  Black,  also  in  a whisper, 
but  sounding  a trifle  sad,  as  if  he  real- 
ises it  is  the  beginning  of  the  end)  : 
Aw  right.  If  ya  won’t  squeal  on  me. 
( Black  gladly  nods  assent  and  receives 
the  candy.  The  Jones  boys,  those  ac- 
cursed villains,  watching  the  entire  pro- 
ceedings and  feeling  that  they  also 
should  receive  a bribe  of  candy,  threat- 
eningly put  out  their  hands  toward 
Smith.  He  refuses  to  give  them  any 
candy,  and  they  exchange  wicked 
looks.) 

“Abe”  Jones  ( twisting  an  imaginary 
moustache,  addresses  himself  to  the 
Master)  : Sir,  are  you  allowed  to  eat 
your  lunch  in  the  home-room  period  if 
you’re  not  in  the  band? 

The  Master:  No,  of  course  not.  Why? 
“Sam”  Jones  ( also  twisting  an  imaginary 
moustache)  : Sir,  Smith  is  not  in  the 
band.  ( The  two  wretched  ones  ex- 
change gloating  smiles,  and  Smith  dons 
a look  of  astonished  innocence.) 

The  Master  ( walking  up  to  Smith’s 
desk)  : Smith,  you  rapscallion,  are  you 
eating  your  lunch  again?  If  so,  it  will 
be  the  last  straw,  or  rather  I should 
say  the  last  bite.  The  last  time  I 
caught  you  eating  during  the  home- 
room period,  you  said  you  had  to  go 
to  the  Glee  Club,  and  then  you  went 
down  and  joined  it.  This  time,  how- 
ever, you  shall  not  foil  me.  Are  you 
or  are  you  not  eating  your  lunch? 
Smith  ( weakly ) : Not  now,  sir. 


The  Master:  Were  you  eating  your 
lunch  ? 

Smith  ( defiantly ) : I won’t  talk.  I’m 
no  rat. 

The  Jones  Boys  ( villains  that  they  are)  : 
Look  in  his  desk,  sir. 

Class  : Boo,  Boo,  and  Boo ! 

The  Master:  I’ll  see.  (He  opens  Smith’s 
desk  and  as  the  convicting  evidence  of 
half-eaten  sandwiches  is  revealed  to  the 
searching  stare  of  the  Master,  Smith’s 
face  falls  three  centimeters;  then  the 
crafty  Smith  assumes  a look  of  com- 
plete surprise.) 

Smith  : How  in  the  world  did  that  get 
in  my  desk? 

The  Master  ( sternly ) : Is  that  your 
lunch,  Smith? 

Smith  ( his  face  lighting  up)  : Yes,  sir 
. . . Yesterday’s. 

The  Master:  Take  one  mark  for  eating 
during  the  home-room  period. 

The  Class:  Haw,  haw,  and  haw! 

Smith  (he  had  had  a history  class  the 
last  period)  : But,  sir,  that’s  unconsti- 
tutional. An  accused  person  is  inno- 
cent until  he’s  proved  guilty. 

The  Master:  Well,  that’s  proof  enough 
for  me.  If  you  didn’t  eat  your  lunch, 
who  did?  ( Smith  is  stumped,  but  the 
clever  Jones  boys  come  to  his  rescue.) 

“Sam”  Jones:  Maybe  the  mice  got  at  it. 

“Abe”  Jones  : Or  maybe  the  janitor  ate 
it  when  he  was  cleaning  up  the  room. 

Smith  (his  last  chance)  : Sir,  I have 
reached  the  solution.  Black  ate  my 
sandwiches  when  my  back  was  turned. 
See  he  still  has  a piece  of  my  candy. 
(Black  who  has  been  watching  the 
entire  proceedings  with  the  candy 
clutched  tightly  in  his  hand,  pops  the 
candy,  wrapper  and  all,  in  his  mouth 
and  with  a very  wry  face  swallows  the 
incriminating  evidence  before  the  Mas- 
ter looks  up.) 

The  Master:  Black,  did  you  eat  Smith’s 
sandwich  ? 
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Black  : I refuse  to  commit  myself  until 
I see  my  lawyer. 

The  Master:  The  only  way  out  of  the 
matter  is  to  change  your  seat.  Smith, 
take  that  seat  in  front  of  my  desk. 

The  Class:  Pratt.  Teacher’s  pet. 

Smith:  Sir,  I reiterate  you  cannot  do 
this  to  me.  ( Slams  his  fist  forcefully 
on  his  desk.) 

The  Master:  We’ll  see.  I reiterate, 
We’ll  see.  ( Slams  his  fist  not  so  force- 
fully on  Smith.  The  Master  then  turns 


his  back  and  gases  out  the  window.  A 
queer  look  seeps  into  Smith’s  features. 
His  face  lights  up.  He  gases  once 
more  fondly  at  the  remains  of  his 
lunch.  His  eyes  flash  with  eager  an- 
ticipation. His  hands  clutch  at  the  air. 
Suddenly,  like  a drowning  man  grab- 
bing at  a straw,  he  grabs  at  his  last 
sandwich.  Triumphantly  he  raises  it  to 
his  mouth  and  swallows  it  in  one  gulp.) 

( Curtain ) 


THE  WIND 


I knew  the  wind  when  ’twas  a breeze 
That  softly  hummed  amidst  the  trees 
And  gently  kissed  the  nodding  fern 
With  moistened  lips  that  lovers  yearn. 

I knew  it  when,  with  zephyr’s  breath, 
It  breathed  forth  life  where  once  was 
death ; 

So  lightly  cooled  the  earth’s  hot  brow 
No  stately  tulip  deemed  to  bow. 


I knew  it  when  it  played  its  pranks 
Amidst  the  poplars’  regal  ranks 
And  lost  itself  in  arabesques 
Of  frenzied  twists  and  quaint  bur- 
lesques. 

And  now  its  lashing  tongue  I know, 
Its  icy  lips  that  speak  with  snow, 

Its  bellow  and  its  strident  shriek, 

Its  pampering  hand  now  harsh  and 
bleak. 

Sidney  Sulkin. 


I FOUND  ELYSIUM 

One  night  I found  Elysium  within  a dream, 

The  bitter  salt  of  life  still  glistening  in  my  eye. 

A butterfly  imbued  wy  woes  with  fickle  dye ; 

A goddess  gave  me  nectar,  whence  there  danced  the  gleam 
Of  lasting  life  in  irridescent  hue.  A scream 
Of  glee  leaped  in  my  eyes  and  lest  the  mirage  fly 
Before  my  soul  in  raptured  scorn  the  fates  defy, 

I raised  the  goblet — when,  alas ! I lost  the  dream  ! . . . 

The  chill  of  night  has  frozen  salt  upon  my  cheek ; 

The  dye  has  faded  from  my  woes  and  left  them  bleak  ; 

A ghastly  cloak  has  wrapped  my  joy  in  welcome  scorn  ; 

My  brain  has  lulled  me  back  to  where  my  brain  was  born ; 

And  through  the  tranquil  void  I stare,  relieved  to  think 
Of  death  and  breathe  a prayer:  “Thank  God  I did  not  drink!” 

Sidney  Sulkin. 
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RAMBLINGS  OF  THE  REGISTER’S  RAVING  REPORTER 


( LOST  AND  FOUND.  In  accord- 
ance with  his  yearly  habit,  the  R.It.R. 
takes  this  occasion  to  announce  that 
his  little  red  notebook,  the  scourge  of 
ftfie  teachers,  has  been  mislaid,  or  per- 
chance, stolen.  The  finder  will  kindly 
toss  it  into  the  gasoline  tank  of  Mr. 
Wenners ’ car.  li  e are  informed  that 
it  needs  energy.  As  a reward  a genu- 
ine fresh  herring,  direct  from  Class  I, 
will  be  given). 


October  15.  There  was  a sudden 
concourse  (assembly  to  you)  of  all 
honest  First,  Second,  and  Third  Class- 
men. Dr.  Jolley  from  Houston,  Tex., 
and  President  of  the  American  College 
of  Surgeons,  told  some  “jolly”  stories 
about  cancer,  heart  trouble  (not  Cu- 
pid’s), and  pneumonia.  He  stated  (and 
we  heartily  agree  with  him)  that  if 
one  has  a cold,  one  should  stay  out 
of  one’s  school  for  two  days.  We’ve 
been  practising  that  for  years  . . . 
Speaking  of  Texas,  Mr.  Levine  informs 
us  that  the  state  is  so  large  that  when 
the  people  in  the  southern  part  intend 
to  visit  relatives  in  the  northern  part, 


they  say,  “They’re  all  gwine  up  north 
t’  see  the  Yankees.”  . . . We  hate  to 
mention  that  the  Debating  Club  met 
today  for  the  weekly  argument — so 
we  won’t. 

October  16.  At  last,  we  discover 
why  Myron  Rottenberg  is  so  popular 
with  the  girls.  It’s  the  Studebaker 
he  drives  . . . Mr.  McGuffin  has  pro- 
cured a brand-new  Model  T.  It  is 
equipped  with  a foot-pedal,  is  two 
years  younger  than  the  first  one  (of 
cherished  memory),  and,  according  to 
Mr.  McGuffin  himself,  sometimes  at- 
tains the  unprecedented  speed  of  20 
miles  an  hour  on  the  State  Highway ! 

October  17.  The  R.R.R.  smuggled 
himself  into  the  Class  VI  assembly  by 
donning  short  pants,  horn-rimmed 
glasses,  patent-leather  shoes,  a flam- 
ing red  shirt,  and  a moustache.  Bob 
Ripley,  of  “Believe  it  or  Not”  Fame, 
was  there  to  astound  all  of  us.  “The 
coldest  spot  in  Africa  is  in  the  centre 
— 158  degrees  below  zero.”  “Lions  are 
the  biggest  coward  of  all  animals.” 
“All  big-game  animals  are  vegetari- 
ans.” “Chop  Suey  was  invented  by 
an  Irishman  in  San  Francisco.”  “The 
Chinese  ate  spaghetti  one  thousand 
years  before  Rome  was  founded.”  . . . 
We  almost  forgot  to  mention  the 
Latin  Club  meeting.  Gaquin  discussed 
the  mythology  of  Vergil. 

October  18.  Mr.  Dunn  heaves  a 
heavy  horse-laugh ; the  Class  I elec- 
tions are  finally  over.  The  results 
(you  probably  know  them)  : President, 
Bill  Nolan ; Vice-President,  “Red” 
Thompson;  and  Treasurer,  “Honest 
Abe”  lash  . . . Detention  Society  con- 
venes in  212.  Applicants  may  procure 
membership  blanks  at  the  office  week- 
days after  nine  o’clock,  or  after  the 
period  bell  has  rung. 
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October  19.  Today  marks  the  end 
of  the  first  marking  period  (period) 
The  misdemeanor  marks  plus  the  phy- 
sics marks  and  the  Latin  marks  mark 
the  end  of  the  R.R.R.  — paging  the 
Marx  Brothers ! ...  On  the  blackboard 
in  119:  “Gentlemen:  G is  leav- 

ing school ; NOW  is  the  time  to  col- 
lect the  money  he  owes  you!” 

October  22.  Assembly  — Classes  I, 
II,  and  III.  Bernstein  and  Lipson  af- 
forded a musical  interlude  with  “Smoke 
Gets  In  Your  Eyes.”  We  hope  a cer- 
tain Latin  master  benefits  by  the  mu- 
sical instruction,  and  learns  to  whistle 
the  tune  with  variations  . . . The  Lit- 
ter-airy Club  met  today  . . . The  Edi- 
tor - in  - Chief  (bugle  - call  from  the 
wings)  of  this  magazine  wants  us  to 
mention  his  name,  and  threatens  to 
fire  us  if  we  don’t  obey  him,  so  here 
goes : Sulkin,  Sulkin,  Sulkin,  Sulkin 
and  . . . Sulkin ! 

October  23.  Bank  day.  A grand 
total  of  five  cents  deposited  in  218. 
Close  guard  was  held  over  the  bank 
agent,  lest  he  be  waylaid  with  the  cur- 
rency . . . Class  I was  entertained  (we 
hope)  in  the  hall  today  by  a moving 
picture,  depicting  air-pressure.  Next 
week,  the  Physics  Moving  Picture 
Co.,  Inc.,  will  present  a one-act  tra- 
gedy entitled  “Levers,”  or  “Why  Boys 
-Leave  School.”  The  leading  parts  will 
be  enacted  by  Messrs.  Shea,  Wales, 
Lord,  and  Carroll  . . . Announcement : 
The  R.R.R.  is  going  to  enter  the  bak- 
ing business  with  the  rest  of  the 
loafers ! 

October  24.  The  R.R.R.  leaves  the 
baking  business — there’s  no  dough  in 
it ! Heh ! Heh ! . . . The  Managing 
Editor  (trumpet-blast  from  the  gal- 
lery) of  the  Register  is  jealous  and 
wants  his  name  mentioned.  We're  al- 
ways obliging:  Schnittkind,  Schnitt- 
kind,  Schnittkind  and  Schnittkind  . . . 


Report  cards  passed  out  (so  did  we!) 
They  look  like  one-tone  technicolor 
productions : all  in  the  red  . . . Don  t 
breathe  a word  of  it,  but  the  Latin 
Club  assembled  this  afternoon. 

October  25.  Again  ye  spirit  of  poli- 
tics flares  up,  and  ye  members  of  ye 
Class  I seek  office,  this  time  that  of 
ye  Class  Delegate  . . . Classroom  Tra- 
gedy: “But,  Sir,  tomorrow  is  the  un- 
prepared period.  You  can’t  give  us  a 
homelesson.  You  can’t.  You  can’t ! 
But,  Sir!  But,  Sir!  ...  ” Moral,  if 
any : A rolling  stone  is  worth  one  good 
turn,  if  at  first  you  don’t  suceed  . . . 
FLASH ! FLASH ! FLASH ! Last 
year’s  English  comprehensive  board 
was  so  hard  that  all  the  high  schools 
complained  and,  according  to  one  mas- 
ter, they  are  tearing  up  the  one  sche- 
duled for  this  year  and  making  an  eas- 
ier one  . . . Most  int’r’sting! 

October  26.  First  Annual  Declama- 
tion ...  On  this  day  did  the  sturdy 
B.  L.  S.  chess  team  pawn  their  shirts 
to  journey  45  miles  to  defeat  the 
Northbridge  chess  team  by  the  score 
of  8 to  1. 

October  29.  The  fountain  near  306 
had  a brief  spurt  of  amiability,  and 
actually  spouted  half  an  inch.  How- 
ever, after  five  minutes  of  this  surpris- 
ing performance,  it  grew  tempera- 
mental and  shut  up  . . . Speaking  of 
fountains,  the  one  near  Mr.  Shea’s 
Chem.  Lab.  is  a real  opera  singer;  it 
hums  every  time  it’s  used  . . . Mr. 
Gardner’s  advice  to  ruler-chewing  pu- 
pils : “Don’t  chew  your  ruler  or  you’ll 
swallow  it  and  die  by  inches.” 

October  30.  Le  Cercle  Francais  had 
its  premier  meeting.  Le  President — 
Ebb.  Le  Vice-President — Lewis.  Le 
Secretaire — Sulkin.  (Une  position  peu 
digne  d’envie). 

October  31.  Hallowe’en,  and  the 
first  meeting  of  the  Physics  Club  . . . 
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Mendelssohn  lectured  the  Latin  Club 
on  “Roman  Humor.”  He  cracked  some 
of  his  own  jokes  and  blamed  them  on 
the  Romans  . . . Heard  in  the  corri- 
dors, between  October  and  November  : 
One  sixth-classmen  to  another:  “Boy, 
are  we  going  ahead  in  Latin!  We’ve 
reached  the  second  congregation  al- 
ready!” . . . Teacher  (to  pupil):  “Os- 
wald, take  a zero.”  Oswald:  “That 
means  nothing  to  me,  Sir!”  . . . Pupil 
(to  teacher)  : “Sir,  do  you  know  Sans- 
krit?” Teacher:  “No,  where  does  he 
live?” 

November  1.  Things  must  be  tough 
in  the  joke  and  pun  business  when  Mr. 
Gardner,  after  pointing  out  a line  in 
Vergil  as  a “clean-cut”  instance  of 
tmesis  (meaning  a cutting-between) 
has  to  ask  the  class  if  they  noticed 
the  play  on  the  word  “cut.” 

November  2.  Ho-hum  ! Today  was 
Friday.  Mr.  Sands  claims  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  a grammatical  error,  be- 
cause, if  it’s  an  error,  it  can’t  be  gram- 
matical ...  We  repeat,  ho-hum! 

November  5.  Declamation  is  once 
more  on  our  necks.  Who  was  it  that 
said  that  it  was  just  “decky”?  . . . 
The  R.R.R.  has  succombed  to  Gertrude 
Stein’s  presence  and  submits  the  fol- 
lowing: We  always  like  Tuesdays,  be- 
cause then  we  can  say  that  the  day 
after  tomorrow  we  can  say  the  day 
after  tomorrow  will  be  Saturday! 

November  6.  Not  that  we  care,  but 
it’s  our  duty  to  announce  it : the  Glee 
Club  had  its  elections.  The  results: 
Bernstein,  President;  Winn,  Vice- 
President  ; Wasserman,  Secretary  . . . 
Reprint  from  a Boston  newspaper: 
“Skunks  have  been  seen  (and  smelled) 
in  the  Fenway  District  in  the  vicinity 
of  the  Boston  Latin  School.”  . . . O 
tempora  ! O mores  ! 

November  7.  The  Latin  Club  met. 
of  course.  We  weren’t  there,  but  some- 
body told  us. 


November  8.  Sagall  mystified  the 
members  of  the  Physics  Club  with  a 
talk  on  the  Fourth  Dimension  . . . Mr. 

H (The  rest  was  censored  by 

Mr.  Marson.  He’ll  probably  censor 
this,  too!) 

November  9.  The  Register  came 
out  today,  wonder  of  wonders ! Due 
to  the  printer,  several  copies  were  a 
trifle  awry.  We  should  call  him  the 
“pied  typer.” 

Apologium ! 

We  apologize  deeply  for  omitting  the 
dot  over  the  “i”  on  page  17  in  the 
last  issue,  for  omitting  Weinberg’s 
name  as  one  of  the  photographers,  and 
for  spelling  Levinski’s  name  with  a 
“y.” 

November  10.  Saturday.  No  school 
. . . Heh ! 

November  11.  Sunday.  No  school. 
. . . Heh  ! Heh  ! 

November  12.  Armistice  Day.  No 
school  . . . Heh!  Heh!  Heh! 

November  13.  Calling  all  classes! 
Calling  all  classes!  Attention!  Stand 
by.  Break  all  radio  sets  as  soon  as 
possible.  Tear  down  all  aerials.  Stop 
sale  of  radio  sets  or  equipment.  Bomb 
all  radio  stations!  . . . The  Glee  Club 
is  preparing  for  a radio  broadcast ! . . . 
May  the  gods  preserve  and  protect  us 
in  this,  our  hour  of  dire  distress ! 

November  14.  Football  game  today 
somewhere  between  somebody  and  B. 
L.  S.  The  score  was  about  six  or 
seven,  or  thereabouts,  and  if  you  de- 
sire to  ascertain  the  veracity  of  our 
remarks  concerning  the  aforemen- 
tioned athletic  tournament,  turn  your 
limpid  optics  to  the  inner  pages  of  the 
Register.  At  any  rate,  all  we  know 
about  the  game  is  that  Cutter  has  a 
sore  arm.  One  of  the  Dorchester 
tackles  slapped  his  wrist! 

November  15.  Smart  saying  snipped 
from  somewhere:  “A  girl  who  marries 
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a man  with  money  to  burn  usually 
strikes  a good  match  !” 

November  16.  Cheer  up!  Only 
seven  more  months  to  the  June  va- 
cation . . . The  long-awaited  Physics 
picture  finally  arrives,  and  once  more 
the  Physics  teachers  laugh  in  diaboli- 
cal glee  as  they  view  the  sufferings 
of  ye  Class  I,  not  only  completely  stu- 
pefied by  the  pictures,  but  also  forced 
to  starve  till  12.30. 

November  19.  Candidates  for  the 
tennis  team  were  called  out.  Out  of 
the  hundred  and  fifty  turning  out  to 
vote,  about  one  hundred  have  never 
seen  a racquet  before  and  think  a net 
is  something  you  catch  fish  in.  Starr 
was  elected  manager  and  Murphy  as- 
sistant manager. 

November  20.  The  field  hockey 
games  put  on  each  day  by  the  girls 
from  Simmons  are  attracting  great 
attention  from  the  classes  on  that  side 
of  the  building,  and  we  have  it  from 
a reliable  source  that  the  girls  in  the 
black  outfits  are  ahead. 

November  21.  On  the  board  in  126: 
“B.  L.  S.  vs.  English  Tickets  will  be 
presented  free  for  only  50  cents”  . . . 
Such  youthful  ingenuity  . . . The  Latin 
Club  probably  convened  today.  We 
weren’t  there,  but  the  rumors  are  per- 
sistent. 

November  22.  The  entire  school  is 
eagerly  awaiting  the  meeting  of  the 
French  Club  to  be  held  next  Wednes- 
day, at  which  there  are  to  be  one  hun- 
dred females  from  the  neighboring 
schools. 

November  23.  Class  II  giggles  as 
Class  I is  forced  to  attend  the  Second 
Annual  Public  Declamation.  Mr.  Shea 
informs  us  that  if  anyone  in  the  future 
takes  “The  Raven,”  he  will  tear  him 
limb  from  limb.  Beware!  . . . 

November  26.  Did  X deserve 

that  misdemeanor  mark  for  complain- 
ing that  a surprise  Greek  test  was 


“Taxation  Without  Representation”? 

November  27.  We  present  a valu- 
able document  entitled  “Pet  Idiosyn- 
crasies of  Teachers”:  1.  Mr.  Lord’s 
“Hoss-sense.”  2.  Mr.  Gardner,  “Ques- 
tion by  one  Glass.”  3.  Mr.  Shea’s 
“And  they  send  to  Africa  for  ivory !” 
4.  Mr.  Wilbur’s  apple  orchard.  5.  Mr. 
Wenners’  ancient  vehicle.  6.  Mr. 
Henderson’s  slides.  7.  Mr.  McGuffin’s 
Model  T.  8.  Mr.  Marson’s  censoring 
plan.  9.  Mr.  Levine’s  “The  School 
says  ...” 

November  28.  Today’s  meeting  of 
the  French  Club,  which  was  attended 
by  many  young  ladies,  showed  that  the 
motto  of  the  members  is,  “J’ai  faim 
pour  des  femmes.”  In  case  you  can’t 
see  it,  that  is  the  nearest  approach 
we  could  make  to  a French  pun. 

November  29.  Thanksgiving,  Tur- 
key, and  the  climax  of  Latin  School’s 
glorious  football  season. 

After  the  game  the  Latin  School 
Grads  Mc-laughed  up  their  sleeves  and 
drank  the  following  toast  to  the  Eng- 
lish Grads:  “Here’s  Bud  in  your  eye!” 

November  30.  The  night  of  the  big 
rainstorm  and  the  Football  Dance. 
Seen  at  the  dance : That  B.  L.  S.  boys 
are  great  toe-dancers  — ask  the  fair 
young  maidens!  . . . Mr.  Benson  and 
wife,  Mr.  Collins,  Joe  Foley  (stag), 
“Rud”  Hoye  in  a “ducky”  swallow-tail 
coat,  Bob  Parker,  Eddie  Blackman, 
Jerry  O’Callaghan  . . Heard  while 
' snooping  around  the  couples : “You’re 
the  only  girl  I can  really  dance  with.” 
Deah  me ! Deah  me ! . . . 

Still  wondering  why  they  call  it 
Plane  Geometry,  when  it  is  anything 
but  plain.  The  R.R.R.  snuffs  out  the 
candle  and  submits  this  column  to  the 
ruthless  hands  of  the  censor.  Will  he 
have  any  regard  for  our  feelings?  . . . 
Nooo,  No-o-o,  a thousand  times  no-o ! 

Egisterra  Avingrra  Eporterra 
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Youth  really  ought  to  wake  up  some 
day  and  see  which  authors  are  inter- 
preting it  correctly,  and  which  are  de- 
picting it  under  a false  light.  And 
when  it  has  completed  its  investiga- 
tion, we  should  like  to  know  whom 
it  praises  and  whom  it  condemns,  hor 
example,  what  judgment  will  be  ren- 
dered of  Tarkington  and  his  “Penrod” 
novels?  Will  lie  be  considered  the 
great  interpreter  of  young  folk  that 
some  would  esteem  him?  If  we  may 
hazard  our  own  opinion  on  the  mat- 
ter, we  predict  that  he  will  be  reviled 
as  a charlatan,  exploiting  youth  for 
purposes  of  publication. 

As  one  literary  critic  (Carl  Van  Do- 
ran) remarks:  “In  reporting  the  deeds 
and  affectations  of  the  heroes  of  ‘Pen- 
rod’  and  ‘Seventeen,’  Tarkington  . . . 
is  winking  over  their  heads  at  men 
and  women  who  are  able  to  smile  with 
him  at  the  ridiculous  figures  the 
youngsters  cut  . . . He  extracts  all 
the  comedy  which  can  be  extracted 
from  his  materials  without  going  be- 
neath the  surface,  where,  indeed,  not 
all  is  comic.”  This  seems  to  be  a fair 
analysis  of  Tarkington’s  aims  and  ac- 
complishments, and  sufficient  cause  to 
regard  him  as  unsympathetic,  at  heart, 
to  youth.  The  escapades  he  assigns 


to  Penrod,  Sam,  and  the  rest  of  the 
gang,  are  little  more  than  one  would 
expect  from  a comic  cartoonist. 

Now  that  we  have  (we  hope)  blasted 
a few  chips  from  the  pedestal  on  which 
the  American  audience  has  so  rashly 
placed  their  favorite  novelist,  let  us 
widen  our  scope  a little  and  look  into 
the  work  done  by  another  idol — Rud- 
yard  Kipling.  Almost  everyone,  we 
believe,  has  read  his  highly  imagina- 
tive “Jungle  Books”;  but  since  the  nar- 
ratives are  merely  enjoyable  nonsense, 
we  decline  to  waste  words  on  the  char- 
acter of  Mowgli,  the  boy-hero.  On 
the  other  hand,  Kipling  has  produced 
a genuine,  though  extraordinary, 
youth ; namely,  “Kim,”  born  of  Eng- 
lish-Indian  parentage.  Even  granting 
that  the  plot  episodes  are — to  say  the 
least — improbable,  yet  one  cannot 
deny  that  the  character  of  “Kim”  is 
dealt  with  in  a superb  and  masterly 
fashion. 

But  the  best  of  all  books  falling  in 
this  category  is,  in  our  firm  belief  (to 
which,  incidentally,  a good  many 
others  have  subscribed),  “Sentimental 
Tommy,”  the  first  volume  of  Barrie’s 
chefs-d’oeuvre.  Here  the  elements  of 
character  and  setting  are  combined  to 
produce  an  intensely  emotional  and  en- 
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grossing  novel.  Every  thought,  every 
emotion  that  can  be  conceived  by  an 
imaginative  youngster  is  detailed  at 
length.  One  whose  early  youth  is  still 
fresh  within  his  memory  can  easily 
identify  certain  dreams  and  emotional 
reactions  of  the  main  character  with 
those  that  he  himself  has  at  one  time 
or  another  experienced.  The  story, 
in  brief,  is  as  follows:  Tommy  and  his 
beloved  sister  Elspeth,  upon  the  tragic 
death  of  their  mother  in  London,  are 
removed  to  the  tow'll  of  Thrums,  in 
Scotland.  There  occurs  the  remaining 
action  of  the  novel,  which  is  centered 
about  the  relations  between  Tommy 
and  Grizel,  the  daughter  of  a mysteri- 
ous “painted  lady.”  Tommy,  who  is 
really  an  innate  artist  — who  sees  not 
only  the  world,  but  the  world  with 
himself  in  it — is  branded  “sentimental” 
by  a perplexed  schoolmaster.  The 
emotions  of  the  lad  find  their  release 
in  his  constant  acting,  which  verges 
so  closely  on  reality  that  even  he  is 
not  certain  when  he  is  sincere  and 
when  he  is  shamming. 

* * * 


If  you  haven’t  been  guilty  of  indulg- 
ing in  that  pernicious  habit  called 
“skimming”  (that’s  the  way  we  book- 
ish scriveners  are  wont  to  shame  our 
readers),  and  if  you  have,  for  some 
inexplicable  reason,  waded  through  the 
columns  above,  you  will  probably  re- 
call that  we  mentioned  several  liter- 
ary critics.  Well,  dear  reader,  it  seems 
that  their  careers  have  not  always 
consisted  of  milk  and  honey.  Just 
take  the  case  of  one:  Praxiteles,  a dis- 
tinguished litterateur  of  ancient  times. 
This  gentleman  actually  had  the  gump- 
tion to  inform  his  king,  Dionysius, 
that  the  latter’s  poetry  was  not  too 
commendable.  For  this  interesting, 
but  unwelcome,  bit  of  information, 
Praxiteles  was  condemned  to  the 
mines.  Soon  after,  our  hero  was  lib- 
erated ; but  this  time  he  held  his 
tongue  when  his  critique  was  sought. 
“What !”  said  Dionysius.  “Have  you 
nothing  to  say  on  this  occasion?” 
Then,  a martyr  to  his  ideals,  the  noble 
Praxiteles  replied:  “Yes,  carry  me 
back  to  the  mines!” 

Lawrence  F.  Ebb , ’35. 


SHADOWS 

At  dusk  the  dreamer  slips  unseen  away 

To  lie  beneath  a clear  blue  sky  or  white, 

The  emblem  of  God’s  sacred  truth  and  right, 

And  watch  o’er  silent  fields  the  shadows  play. 

The  fading  trees  with  nightly  winds  now  sway, 

And  cast  their  shadows  through  the  waning  light; 

As  though  dark  omens  wing  their  dreary  flight 
Across  the  freshness  of  an  autumn  day. 

Throughout  man’s  life  the  darkening  shadows  fall, 

Those  harbingers  of  ill,  obscure  events; 

Throughout  man’s  life  dim  shadings  come  and  go, 

And  with  the  quickness  of  a gathering  squall 

Whose  fierceness  mounts  but  rapidly  relents, 

A passing,  evil  light  those  shadows  throw. 

Thayer  S.  Warshaw,  ’36. 
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alumni  J2otcs 


Among'  the  boys  who  were  awarded 
scholarships  by  the  Burroughs  News- 
boys’ Foundation  recently  were  three 
Latin  School  alumni : Benjamin  Ep- 
stein at  M.  I.  T.,  Harry  Rosen  at  Har- 
vard, and  Theodore  White  at  Harvard. 

Several  Latin  School  alumni  repre- 
sented the  school  in  the  Freshman 
Scholarships  recently  announced  at 
Harvard:  John  Black,  Elwood  S.  Mc- 
Kenney,  Milton  Pratiner,  Albert  Da- 
mon, Stanley  S.  Kanter,  Bernard  A. 
Orkin,  and  Robert  E.  Wernick.  All 
were  graduated  in  the  Class  of  1934. 

The  R.  O.  T.  C.  Unit  at  Harvard  has 
selected  William  Francis  McGonagle, 
’35,  Latin  School,  ’31,  as  Harvard’s 
candidate  for  the  Pershing  Medal, 
which  will  be  awarded  to  a student  se- 
lected from  the  New  England  colleges 
during  a free  trip  to  Washington, 
which  accompanies  the  award.  While 
at  Latin  School,  McGonagle  was  in  a 
prize-winning  company  every  year,  be- 
ing appointed  a major  in  his  senior 
year.  In  this  way  he  is  maintaining 
a family  tradition  of  military  honors ; 
his  grandfather  was  a Union  soldier 
in  the  Civil  War,  and  he  is  descended 
from  a lieutenant  in  the  Revolutionary 


Tramp:  All  I ask  is  to  be  given  work 
in  my  line.  But  I must  be  provided 
with  the  proper  equipment. 

Citizen:  What  is  your  trade? 

Tramp:  I’m  a capitalist! 

— Our  Paper. 

* * * 

To  Applaud 

Parent : And  that,  my  boy,  is  what 
I did  in  the  Great  War. 

Son : But,  Daddy,  why  did  they  want 
so  many  men  beside  you? 

— Montreal  Star. 


War.  The  Pershing  Medal  will  be 
awarded  by  the  President,  and  the  suc- 
cessful candidate  will  be  chosen  on  the 
basis  of  physical  prowess,  intellectual 
achievement,  and  character.  After 
taking  up  rowing  in  his  freshman  year, 
McGonagle  has  devoted  all  his  time 
to  studies,  being  on  the  dean’s  list  in 
his  junior  year. 

Dave  Gavin,  ’32,  is  now  second-string 
tackle  at  Holy  Cross,  where  he  is  try- 
ing to  fill  “Buzz”  Harvey’s  shoes  . . . 
John  F.  Donelan,  ’33,  is  a sophomore 
at  Boston  College,  where  he  is  presi- 
dent of  the  Marquette  Society,  a de- 
bating club  for  freshmen  and  sopho- 
mores . . . “Dick”  Maguire,  who  played 
baseball  while  at  B.  L.  S.,  was  Har- 
vard’s first-string  catcher  last  year, 
and  he  will  captain  the  team  from  that 
position  next  year  . . . Tom  Bilodeau, 
also  a member  of  the  Harvard  baseball 
team,  recently  returned  from  Japan, 
where  he  pitched  four  winning  games. 
Although  reporting  late  for  football 
practice,  he  secured  a halfback  position 
on  the  varsity  team  . . . Warren  Casey 
is  a junior  varsity  coach  at  Harvard. 

S.  D.  Fox,  ’35. 

R.  Kaplan,  ’35. 


Proverbs 

A stitch  in  time  saves  embarrassing 
exposure. 

A word  to  the  wise  is  worth  two  in 
the  bush. 

It’s  never  too  late  to  spend. 

As  ye  sew,  so  shall  ye  rip. 

* * * 

Herby:  My  mouth  feels  like  a par- 
ade ground  today. 

Sid  : How  so  ? 

Herby : The  dentist  was  drilling  in 
it  the  whole  morning. 

— Exchange. 
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Photo,  by  Square. 

MASTERS  OF  ARTS 


Proving  that  it  had  a long  way  to 
go  before  it  could  be  classed  with  the 
powerful  aggregation  fielded  this  year 
by  its  arch  rival,  “The  Foreign  Legion 
of  Montgomery  Street,”  a defensively 
powerful  Latin  team  eked  out  a shal- 
low victory  over  a stubborn  Mechanic 
Arts  eleven  on  the  afternoon  of  Oct. 
17.  As  in  the  B.  C.  High  game,  the 
Purple  and  White  showed  a stone-wall 
defense;  but  offensively,  the  scoring 
punch  was  lacking,  and  we  had  to  be 
satisfied  with  a 6-0  win,  a score  which 
failed  to  show  our  superiority  over 
the  Artisans,  who  never  held  the  ball 


in  our  territory,  and  whose  only  threat 
was  the  ever-dangerous  “Chicken” 
Smith,  their  elusive  fullback. 

The  only  score  of  the  game  came 
in  the  opening  minutes  of  play,  when 
a complicated  ruling  put  the  ball  in 
our  possession  on  the  Mechanics’  20- 
yard  stripe,  after  “Bud”  McLaughlin 
had  made  a beautiful  boot  from  his 
own  “30.”  The  Artisans  resisted  stub- 
bornly, and  our  scoring-  opportunity 
seemed  gone  when  we  lost  the  ball  on 
downs  on  their  12-yard  line.  However, 
a brilliant  20-yard  runback  of  a punt 
by  “Buddy  Mac,”  Purple  flash,  landed 
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the  pigskin  on  the  Buff  and  Blue  7- 
yard  marker.  Three  plays  later  Capt. 
“Bull”  Belecewicz  plunged  over  for 
the  score.  MacLaughlin’s  place  kick 
was  wide. 


The  rest  of  the  game  saw  a fighting 
Mechanics  team  stave  off  threat  after 
threat  by  the  potentially  powerful  but 
“pepless”  Latin  eleven,  led  by  flashy 
run-backs  by  McLaughlin. 

Morton  J.  Rodman,  ’35. 


ST.  MARKS 

The  Purple  and  White  was  over- 
whelmed by  an  exceptionally  powerful 
St.  Mark’s  Prep  eleven,  on  Saturday, 
October  27. 

The  opposition  scored  early  in  the 
first  period  when  one  of  “Buddy’s” 
punts  was  run  back  30  yards  to  his 
own  “40.”  The  same  gentleman  then 
picked  up  18  yards  off  our  tackle.  A 
shovel  pass  netted  12  more,  and  then 
Burnett  again  ripped  the  Latin  line 
wide  open  and  in  two  plays  scored 
standing  up.  He  then  kicked  the  ex- 
tra point. 

In  the  fourth  period,  Burnett  inter- 
cepted a forward  meant  for  McVey 
and  ran  20  yards  to  the  Latin  “40.” 
A rush  through  center  and  an  off- 
tackle  smash  netted  a first  down  on 


COMMERCE 

On  the  afternoon  of  November  7, 
an  injury-riddled  Latin  eleven  won  the 
championship  of  Avenue  Louis  Pas- 
teur by  defeating  the  High  School  of 
Commerce,  7 to  6,  in  a game  which 
uncovered  several  new  stars.  The 
tackling,  blocking,  and  running  of  the 
Latin  “subs”  surpassed  anything  which 
the  regulars  themselves  had  shown  all 
season.  Time  and  again  the  powerful 
Purple  line  shook  off  Brodie  Bjork- 
lund  and  Harry  Gorman  for  substan- 
tial gains. 

Commerce  returned  the  opening 
kick-off  to  its  own  33-yard  marker, 
but  our  line  broke  through  to  throw 
every  play  for  a loss,  and  a few  plays 
later,  after  an  exchange  of  kicks,  Bill 


13,  LATIN  0 

the  25-yard  stripe.  Two  plays  brought 
about  another  first  down.  De  Rham 
twisted  through  to  the  6,  and  our  line 
held  Burnett  for  a 1-yard  gain  through 
center.  On  the  next  play,  St.  Mark’s 
battering  ram  put  it  over.  The  try 
for  point  failed. 

As  for  Latin,  they  showed  an  offense 
in  the  third  quarter,  but  a fumble 
ended  it.  Once  or  twice  there  was  a 
spark  in  the  Purple  offense,  but  it  died 
without  bringing  about  any  scoring. 

Starting  for  Latin:  Garrity,  c.;  His- 
ton,  r.g. ; Ajouskas,  l.g. ; Donovan,  l.t. ; 
Mitchell,  r.t. ; Crehan,  r.e. ; Pendergast, 
l.e. ; McLaughlin,  r.h.b. ; McVey,  q.b. ; 
Bjorklund,  l.h.b. ; Feinman,  f.b. 

Timothy  Mahoney,  ’35. 


CONQUERED 

Histen  crashed  through  to  block  Capt. 
Muldoon’s  kick,  and  “Red”  Tully  fell 
on  it  for  the  touchdown.  “Doc”  Mc- 
Vey kicked  the  extra  point — later  the 
winning  point. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  second  pe- 
riod, it  appeared  that  the  Purple  and 
White  was  on  its  way  to  another  score 
when  they  marched  to  the  Commerce 
16-yard  stripe.  However,  the  Com- 
merce line  held  and  suddenly,  like  a 
bolt  from  the  blue,  Frank  Lachinsky, 
Commerce  fullback,  intercepted  a pass 
and  tore  off  82  yards  for  a touchdown 
without  a Latin  man  coming  even  close 
to  him.  A fumble  spoiled  the  chance 
for  the  extra  tying  point. 

The  rest  of  the  game  was  devoid 
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of  scoring;,  but  thrills  were  not  lack-  kept  the  Latin  supporters  on  the  edge 
ing,  for  the  ever-dangerous  Lachinsky  of  their  seats. 

burned  up  the  field  with  his  speed  and  Morton  J.  Rodman , ’35. 


DORCHESTER  DRIBBLES 

The  score — B.  L.  S.  (McLaughlin) 
19;  Opponents,  0 . . . Bill  Sullivan 
called  signals  and  handled  the  team 
flawlessly  . . . The  line  was  continu- 
ally opening  holes  in  the  enemy  fron- 
tier, through  which  the  backs  sifted 
and  squirmed  . . . Again  it  was  His- 
ten  to  the  fore — this  time  defensively 
. . . Harry  Feinman  and  Bob  Murphy 
showed  up  well  . . . The  coach  cheered 
up  the  spirits  of  the  scrubs  when  he 
emptied  the  bench  and  sent  them  all 
into  the  fray  . . . On  his  touchdown 
jaunts,  “Buddy  Mac”  covered  exactly 
160  yards  of  turf  . . . He  certainly 
made  a comeback  after  the  rest  he 
had  in  the  Commerce  game  . . . Bjork- 
lund  was  “hot”  on  the  defense — and 
we  don’t  mean  maybe!  . . . “Big  Bill” 
Mitchell  tossed  Dorchester’s  star  car- 
rier, Fred  Hoppe,  for  a 10-yard  loss. 
Was  that  beautiful?  ...  A considerable 
contingent  of  co-eds  floated  in  from 
Brighton  to  lend  color  to  the  afternoon 
. . . The  stands  certainly  roared.  The 
cheering  under  Anderson,  Thompson, 
and  Weiner  was  the  best  heard  yet  . . . 
The  dismissal  at  1.30  filled  the  stands 
— and  were  the  customers  satisfied? 

. . . This  is  the  first  time  that  this 
game  was  not  played  on  Armistice 
Day  . . . Wotta  game!  wotta  game! 
We  were  so  tired,  hoarse,  and  excited 
we  went  to  bed  at  8 o’clock  . . . This 
game  certainly  must  have  warned 
English  of  events  to  come. 

Even  the  fellows  in  the  stands  wanted 
to  play ! . . . Cliff  Battles,  of  “pro” 
fame,  was  most  enthusiastic  in  his 
praise  for  “Mac”  and  the  Latin  line. 

A.  Joseph. 


TRAMPLING  TRADE 

The  ghost  - like  form  of  “Buddy” 
McLaughlin  swirling  up  and  down  the 
Fenway  gridiron  provided  a three- 
touchdown  margin  of  victory  for  an 
impressive  Purple  and  White  machine 
in  a decisive  24  to  6 encounter  with 
Boston  Trade  School  on  November  21. 
McLaughlin,  who  was  a real  flash 
again,  personally  accounted  for  12  of 
the  24  points  and  was  indirectly  re- 
sponsible for  one  of  the  remaining 
Latin  scores. 

Trade  dented  the  Purple  end  zone 
early  in  the  second  period  with  a sub- 
stantial drive.  Midway  in  the  period, 
after  the  ball  had  been  advanced  to 
the  opposition’s  40-yard  line,  Mac- 
Laughlin  bulleted  a pass  to  “Don” 
Hall,  and  the  latter  romped  to  a score. 
Shortly  after,  Trade  found  itself  en- 
trenched deep  in  its  own  territory  as 
a result  of  some  fine  kicking  by  Gor- 
man. An  attempted  Trade  kick  was 
smothered,  and  Latin  took  the  ball  on 
downs  on  the  Trade  “15.”  On  the  first 
play,  “Buddy”  hit  off-tackle,  dodged 
the  secondary,  and  scored  standing  up. 

Late  in  the  third  period,  Bjorklund 
intercepted  an  enemy  pass,  and  Mac- 
Laughlin  went  into  action  again.  He 
slid  off-tackle  and,  aided  by  some  fine 
interference,  broke  into  the  clear  to 
register  Touchdown  No.  3. 

In  the  last  period,  Trade  began  to 
toss  passes  in  a vain  attempt  to  score, 
and  “Doc”  McVey  intercepted  a flat 
pass  to  put  Latin  in  scoring  range  after 
a pretty  50-yard  jaunt.  Two  plays  later, 
“Doc”  crashed  his  way  through  a stub- 
born line  and  plunged  his  way  to  the 
final  score. 

J.  N.  Kean,  ’36. 
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YEAH,  MAN!! 


On  Thanksgiving  Day,  November 
29,  “Buddy”  MacLaughlin,  star  of 
stars,  inspired  an  underdog  Latin 
eleven  to  its  greatest  victory  in  re- 
cent years  over  the  highly  publicized 
and  mighty  English  High  School  team. 
“Buddy”  ran  riot  through  the  English 
line  and  secondary,  and  dazzled  the 
enemy  with  his  brilliant  broken-field 
running,  line-smashing,  passing,  kick- 
ing, and  exceptional  last-ditch  defen- 
sive work.  A perfectly  co-ordinated 
line  and  backfield  opened  holes  for  the 
ball-carriers,  played  brainy  football, 
''and  capitalized  on  every  opportunity. 
The  Purple  and  White  came  from  be- 
hind to  win,  13  to  12,  in  a game  fully 
as  exciting,  spectacular,  and  thrilling 
as  the  score  indicates. 

Out  of  the  fog  and  mist  of  the  first 
period  came  the  fighting  Latin  eleven 
leading  art  over-confident  group  of 
warriors,  7 to  0.  Then  followed  smash- 
ing, line-ripping  marches  by  the 
aroused  triple  threats  of  the  Blue  and 
Blue  to  put  our  rivals  in  the  lead,  12 
to  7. 

Then,  rising  above  the  premature 
roar  of  victory  from  the  English 
stands,  came  MacLaughlin,  once  more 
destined  to  save  the  day  for  his  school 
with  another  score — his  last  for  the 
Purple  and  White. 

There  followed  an  almost  disastrous 
sally  by  the  Blue  and  Blue  eleven, 
forcing  every  play  and  gaining  yard 
upon  yard.  An  heroic  stand  by  a de- 
termined Latin  team,  playing  su- 
perbly, defended  its  scanty  lead  of  one 
point.  Then  came  the  climax,  when 
the  greatest  placement  kicker  in  the 
city  attempted  a field  goal.  The  crowd 
was  hushed  for  tense  moments,  and 
then  the  Latin  stands  broke  into  a 
mighty  roar.  The  team  had  stood  the 
test,  and  the  final  barrage  of  forward 


spirals  was  vainly  attempted.  It  was 
probably  the  hardest-fought  game  in 
the  series  of  46  hard-fought  conflicts. 

Getting  under  way  in  rapid  order, 
14  plays  after  the  kick-off  Latin 
scored.  The  big  break  came  when 
MacLaughlin  quick-kicked  55  yards  to 
the  English  “9.”  Battles’  return  kick 
went  offside  on  his  “38.”  The  Latin 
machine  started  rolling,  and  after  two 
terrific  smashes  at  the  line,  “Buddy” 
passed  to  Feinman  for  a first  down 
on  the  enemy  17-yard  stripe.  Brodde 
Bjorklund  and  “Mac”  gained  8 yards 
on  power  plays,  and  an  English  pen- 
alty gave  us  an  extra  5 yards.  On 
the  second  play,  "Buddy  Mac”  scored. 
A surprise  pass,  fired  by  “Bud”  to 
Harry  Feinman,  brought  the  (later 
all-important)  extra  point.  Score — 
Latin  7,  English  0. 

Then  the  Latin  line  weakened  con- 
siderably, and  yielded  ground  little  by 
little,  until  after  twelve  plays,'  the 
English  stars  brought  the  oval  to  rest 
on  our  “6,”  at  the  end  of  a 70-yard 
march.  Battles  ripped  through  the 
line  for  the  tally,  but  the  line  smoth- 
ered him  on  the  attempt  for  the  point. 

In  the  second  half,  English  recov- 
ered a Latin  fumble  and  pushed  to  our 
15-yard  stripe.  The  line  held  valiantly 
on  the  4-yard  marker,  but  on  the  last 
down,  Cuff  tore  through  tackle  and 
landed  with  just  inches  to  spare.  Mu- 
nichello  tried  to  kick  the  goal,  but 
the  line  was  in  on  him  fast,  and  the 
attempt  failed. 

Fighting  desperately  to  overcome 
the  5-point  lead,  MacLaughlin  quick- 
kicked  on  first  down  to  the  Blue  and 
Blue  5-yard  line.  Shortly  thereafter. 
Battles  fumbled,  and  Bjorklund  recov- 
ered on  their  "24”  a few  plays  later. 
Putting  on  THE  performance  of  the 
year,  "Buddy”  wriggled  to  the  “12,” 
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and  then  the  “B  & M”  found  a hole 
in  left  tackle,  shot  through,  and  then, 
confronted  by  three  English  men, 
faked  to  the  left,  pivoted,  and  dodged 
to  the  right  to  score  the  winning 
touchdown.  His  try  for  the  extra 
point  was  unsuccessful. 

Long,  desperate,  and  accurate  passes 
brought  English  to  the  Latin  16-yard 
stripe.  The  line  held  valiantly,  when 
Mintos,  the  greatest  field  goal  kicker 
in  schoolboy  ranks,  attempted  a field 


goal.  The  line  hurried  him,  and  the 
try  was  low  and  wide.  The  Latin 
stands  roared  a mighty  tribute  to  its 
team.  Last-minute  passes  gained  noth- 
ing, and  the  game  ended,  leaving  the 
rowd  standing  on  its  feet,  madly  shout- 
ing praise  for  the  “mightier”  Latin 
eleven  and'  its  greatest  ace,  “Buddy” 
MacLaughlin  until  exhaustion  and 
hoarseness  compelled  them  to  sit  down 
in  a joyful  daze  and  think  it  all  over. 

8.  Emerson  Golden,  ’35. 


TURKEY  BONES 


Well,  now,  it’s  all  over — English  is 
conquered,  the  City  Championship  is 
ours,  and  one  of  the  greatest  football 
seasons  for  a Latin  eleven  has  reached 
its  completion  . . . Captain  Belekwicz 
was  in  the  game  for  only  a few  min- 
utes, but  while  in  there  he  made  al- 
most every  tackle,  and  the  amplifiers 
rang  with  “tackled  by  Belekewicz.” 
. . . “Bud”  MacLaughlin  certainly 
showed  the  vast  assemblage  just  why 
he  was  the  only  intown  Boston  boy 
to  be  chosen  for  All-Scholastic  honors 
Wonder  what  “Cutie”  Cutter  said  to 
“Dimples”  Dowd  when  the  two  were 
lined  up  opposite  each  other???  . . . 
Dowd  can’t  strike  it  right.  Last  year, 
when  he  was  playing  for  Latin,  Eng- 
lish won;  this  year,  when  he  was  on 
the  other  side,  it  was  “reverse”  Eng- 
lish. Coach  Ohrenberger  had  better 
see  to  it  that  he  comes  back  to  Latin 
next  year  . . . “Don”  Hall  is  getting 
to  be  a pass-receiver  par  excellence. 
He  played  a great  game  this  year — 
probably  hear  from  him  at  Dartmouth 
next  fall  . . . That  reminds  us,  besides 
Hall,  Donovan,  Belekewicz,  Feinman. 
Sullivan,  MacLaughlin,  O’Brien,  Law- 
ler and  Moore  played  their  last  game 
for  the  “old  school”  . . . Harry  Fein- 
man, playing  for  “Bela,”  did  a great 


job  both  defensively  and  offensively  . . . 
The  line  certainly  “bottled  up  Battles.” 
Bill  Sullivan  was  excellent  at  the  sig- 
nal-caller’s post  . . . Those  last-min- 
ute passes  just  about  ruined  my  heart 
for  life  . . . Frank  Donovan  smashed 
Battles  so  hard  that  you  could  hear 
the  tackle  in  the  stands  . . . “Red” 
Tully  reached  his  greatest  defensive 
heights  in  this  game  of  games.  He 
also  passed  the  ball  accurately,  even 
under  the  highest  pressure  in  the 
“tough  spots”  . . . Garrity  also  did 
well  at  the  pivot  post  . . We’d  like  to 
have  our  hands  on  those  “uncouth  indi- 
viduals” who  blew  horns  during  the 
cheers  . . . Effective  advertising  for 
the  Football  Dance  over  the  loud- 
speakers . . . While  we’re  on  the  sub- 
ject, it  was  a great  affair,  including 
many  “Victory”  features  . . . There 
were  no  penalties  except  for  off-side. 

. . . Now  something  from  the 
colleges — Tom  Bilodeau  was  a shining 
light  in  a dismal  season  for  “Fair  Har- 
vard” . . . Dave  Gavin  played  well  for 
Holy  Cross  against  Colgate  . . . Jerry 
O’Callaghan  and  Leo  Downes  were 
outstanding  in  the  battle  betwixt  the 
B.  C.  and  H.  C.  freshmen  . . . Ten- 
nis candidates  have  been  called  out. 
The  Messrs.  Pennypacker  and  Gordon 
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are  coaches,  and  L.  D.  Starr  was  cho- 
sen manager.  Practice  will  commence 
in  March.  The  team  is  official  . . . 
“Art”  Saklad  is  going  great  guns  at 
Brown  University  . . . Those  who 
earned  their  letters — F.  Donovan,  Ly- 
ons, Cuddy,  O’Brien,  Crehan,  Mitchell, 
Ryan,  Lawler,  Murphy,  Wall,  Tully, 
Leonard,  Garrity,  Cutter,  Dacey,  Ket- 
tendorf,  Moore,  Histen,  Brinkert,  W. 
Donovan,  Hall,  Finkelstein,  Sullivan, 
McVey,  McLaughlin,  W.  Murphy, 
Bjorklund,  Dean,  Gorman,  Feinman, 
Belekewicz  . . . McLaughlin,  as  usual, 
gives  credit  to  the  line  and  everyone 


but  himself  for  his  splendid  perform- 
ance ...  A letter  was  sent  recently 
to  Tom  Bilodeau  at  Harvard,  but  as 
yet  no  answer  has  been  received — in 
regard  to  an  interview  with  him  . . . 
We  are  deeply  indebted  to  those  two 
great  managers,  “Tim”  Mahoney  and 
“Manny”  Bornstein,  for  much  infor- 
mation they  have  willingly  given  us 
. . . Thanks  to  a well-known  member 
of  the  team  for  “inside  dope”  — but 
“Buddy”  told  us  not  to  mention  his 
name ! . . . And  now  a regular  B.  L.  S. 
for  the  team  . . . 


TRACK 


Now  that  the  football  season  has 
drawn  to  a close,  track  will  again  be 
in  the  “sportlight.”  Some  may  be  sur- 
prised to  learn  that  Latin  has  never 
defeated  its  “ancient  and  honorable” 
rival,  English,  in  this  line  of  athletics. 


Why?  ENGLISH  GETS  THE  SUP- 
PORT FROM  THE  SCHOOL! 

The  football  team  did  the  “impos- 
sible”— they  beat  English  ; let  the  track 
team  do  the  “possible” — BEAT  ENG- 
LISH ! ! 8.  E.  G.,  ’35. 


Photos,  by  Winn 
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HUMOR 


If  a session  of  Congress  is  called 
and  enough  members  are  not  present 
to  make  a quorum,  the  absentees  may 
be  made  to  attend  or  be  put  under 
arrest.  One  time  this  happened,  and 
a telegram  was  sent  to  a member  to 
attend  or  be  put  under  arrest.  There 
had  been  a storm  and  the  train  tracks 
were  washed  out.  The  Congressman 
sent  back  the  message : “Can't ; wash- 
out on  line.” 

The  reply  came:  “Buy  another  shirt 
and  come  on !” 


Master:  Is  Sulkin  a musician,  too? 

Lewis:  No,  he’s  in  the  band! 

* * * 

The  curfew  tolls  the  knell  of  parting 
day; 

A line  of  cars  winds  slowly  o’er  the 
lea ; 

A pedestrian  plods  his  absent-minded 
way  . . . 

And  leaves  the  world  quite  unex- 
pectedly. 

— Exchange. 


The  Sirloin  Stores 

44  North  Street,  Boston 
359  Main  Street,  Malden 
450  BroadSvay,  Everett 
228  Elm  Street,  Somerville 

TENDERLOINS  AND  SIRLOINS  A SPECIALTY 


A LETTER  FROM  THE  PRINCIPAL 


Before  I start  to  tell  you  about  Bryant  & Stratton,  I would  like  to  correct 
an  impression  that  exists  in  the  minds  of  many  High  School  students.  A large 
number  of  them  come  to  me,  or  call  me  on  the  telephone,  and  say,  “Can  I go  to 
Bryant  & Stratton  even  though  I took  the  college  preparatory  course?” 

Certainly!  As  a matter  of  fact,  in  cases  where  it  is  financially  possible  to 
take  courses  after  High  School,  it  is  advisable  to  take  a general  or  college 
preparatory  course.  It  gives  you  a better  education,  a better  background,  and 
you  are  better  able  to  take  post  graduate  courses.  Later  I will  tell  you  more 
about  the  possibilities  of  the  combination  of  a college  education  and  a busi- 
ness training. 

As  a matter  of  history,  Bryant  & Stratton  Commercial  School  is  starting 
its  70th  year.  Ever  since  its  beginning  it  has  concentrated  on  purely  business 
subjects  — • no  frills,  no  superfluous  subjects.  During  that  time  it  has  set  the 
pace  in  many  of  the  phases  of  business  training,  and  today  we  combine  our  70 
years  of  experience  with  our  modern  methods  of  instruction,  to  make  Bryant 
& Stratton  graduates  more  in  demand  than  any  other  school  of  its  kind. 

At  the  present  time  we  are  located  diagonally  across  from  the  Public  Garden 
in  the  best  commercial  school  building  it  has  been  my  pleasure  to  see.  You  are 
cordially  invited  to  visit  this  building  of  which  we  are  so  justly  proud. 

Our  catalogue  BL  will  tell  you  something  of  the  school  and  the  different 
business  courses  we  offer  — Secretarial,  Business  Administration,  General 
Business,  Stenographic,  Mechanical  Accounting,  Intensive  Course  for  College 
Graduates. 


BRYANT  & STRATTON  COMMERCIAL  SCHOOL, 

334  Boylston  Street,  Boston. 


J.  FRANK  FACEY 


Telephone,  Trowbridge  5520 
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Tuxedos  For  Hire 


READ  & WHITE 


“QUALITY  ALWAYS” 

READ  & WHITE 

FORMAL  CLOTHES 
RENTED  FOR  ALL 
OCCASIONS 

111  Summer  Street 
Boston 

Woolworth  Bldg.,  Providence,  R.  I. 


PATRONIZE 

OUR 

ADVERTISERS 


T 


SPECIAL  DISCOUNT  TO  LATIN 
SCHOOL  STUDENTS 

H.  S.  STONE,  Oph.D. 

OPTOMETRIST 

Eyes  Examined 
Oculist  Prescriptions  Filled 

1026-7  Little  Building 
80  Boylston  Street 

Telephone,  Hancock  0463 


WERE 
SOLD 
ON 

urmit  tal/L 


94  ARCH  ST..  ••  BOSTON 

1 

tT 
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Wise  folks  save 
money 


To  Everybody  at  the  Boston  Latin  School : 

S THIS  BANK  WISHES  YOU 

! a ffltvvv  Christmas 

| and 

| a S^appp  J5eto  ©ear 

i 

| HOME  SAVINGS  BANK 

\ 

i 75  TREMONT  STREET  - BOSTON 


Wise  bees  save 
honey 


C5 

luvinvur.wiifflf 


I 

i 

Bay  State  School  of  Tutoring 

I PREPARATION  FOR  C.E.E.B.  IN  ALL  HIGH  SCHOOL 
SUBJECTS  — EXPERIENCED  TEACHERS  ONLY 

74  Bay  State  Road,  Boston,  Mass. 

I Telephone,  Commonwealth  7816  Near  Kenmore  Square 


i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

A 


“J  A Z Z” 


TAUGHT  IN  20  PRIVATE 
LESSONS  — GUARANTEED 


PIANO  — ACCORDION  — GUITAR 
BANJO  — SAX  — MANDOLIN 


Instruments  rented  to  Pupils  while  learning  if  desired.  Low  Rates.  ( 
Booklet  Free.  Liberty  1148 

Established  over  20  years 


Christensen  School  of  Popular  Music 

Suite  705-709  Dexter  Building,  453  Washington  Street 

Open  11  A.  M.  to  9 P.  M.  Member  of  N.  R.  A. 


*> 


i 


i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

j 

i 

i 

i 

i 

i 

j 

i 

i 

\ 

i 


Please  mention  The  Register 


Internationally  Famous 


Sold  with  an  absolute 
money-back  guarantee. 


Starr  Canadian 

HOCKEY  TUBE  OUTFIT 

S/l  .25 

ML  Were  $7.S« 

FEATURES 

★ Black  and  Tan  Shoe. 

★ Guaranteed  Hard  Box  Toe. 

★ Ful'  Grain  Leather  Ankle  Strap. 

★ Thick  Heavy  Felt  Padded 

Tongue. 

★ Spot  Welded  Skate,  guar- 
anteed by  Starr  Mfg.  Co. 
and  by  us. 

★ In  sizes  1 to  12. 

★ For  Men,  Boys 
and  Girls. 


Be  Sure  and  Compare  Our  Outfits  with  Others  Before  Buying 


GENUINE  STARR 
COMBINATION 

SHOE  AND  BLADE  SKATE 

For  boys,  men  and  QL 

girls.  Sturdy,  well-con-( 
structed  shoes,  with  M 
ankle  support  straps.  M 

Tongue  weU  padded,  m ?r 

nickel  finished  blade  ] 
skates. 

PROFESSIONAL 
HOCKEY  OUTFIT 

GUARANTEED 

INDESTRUCTIBLE  TOE 

Black  and  tan  shoe.  M QA 
Tan  insert  and  built  M XII 
in  canvas  supports  to  MU 
prevent  stretching.  #1 

Heavy  padded  tongue.#  1 were 
Spot  welced,  nickel  hAi  $8.50 

plated  Starr  tube.  M 

Special  tempered  high  m 
quality  steel  runners. 

PROFESSIONAL 
RACING  TUBES 

GENUINE  STARR  OUTFIT 

Black  racing  shoe  with  M Sll 

strap  and  buckle.  II 

Nickel  plated  Sp°t|| 

. Mm  were 

welded  racing  tube.  AfaA|  58.00 

real  racing  outfit.  g 

GOALIES’  SKATES 
FIGURE  SKATES 

DUNN’S  .4  4 cn 

PROFESSIONAL  C 1 1 .DU 

RACING  OUTFIT  ^ * * 

HOCKEY 

GLOVES 

Prof.  Models 
Horsehide 
Reed.  Gauntlet 
Insert  knuckles 

$2.95  up 

SHIN 

PADS 

Eight  mode's 
All  made  in 
professional 
models 

95c  up 

HOCKEY 

STICKS 

Full  size 

Varsity  75 

Collegiate  95 

Professional  ....1.25 
Super  Pro  ...1.50 
A.  A.  Prof....2.25 
Goalie  2.35 

HOCKEY 

PUCKS 

Regulation 
size  and 
weight 

15c 

SKATING 

HOSE 

Seneca  Brand 
colored  tops 
all  wool 

39c 

HOCKEY 

PANTS 

JERSEYS 

STOCKINGS 

GOALIE 

EQUIPMENT 

SEE  MR.  FRENCH  FOR  DISCOUNT  CARDS 

MS.  ROSENBAUM 

165  BROADWAY  (Corner  Shawmut  Avenue) 

Three  Blocks  from  Metropolitan  Theatre 
Established  1889  BOSTON  Tel.  HAN.  7168 
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BASKETBALL 


PANTS 

Double  Faced  Moleskin 
Striped  Sides  and  Bottom 
Any  two  colors 

$1-00 

CORDUROY 

Striped  Sides  and  Bottom 
Any  two  colors 

$1-50 

Bif  Assortment  of  Styles 


BALLS 
Official,  $8.95 

Heavy  Pebble  Grain  Leather 
Official  Regulation 

Varsity,  $6.50 
Collegiate,  $4.95 
Practice,  $3.95 


KNEE  PADS 

80c  pr. 

Elastic  Webbing  witb  felt 
knee  caps.  Either  circular  or 
horseshoe. 


Same  as  above  but  with 
leather  kneecap 

$1.00  pr. 


SNEAKERS 

Official  Regulation,  Double 
Top,  Arch  Support,  Crepe 
Sola. 

$245 

Special  No.  1 $1.75 

Special  No.  2 .95 

Special  No.  3 .75 


JERSEYS 

100%  Pure  Worsted 

No.  51  Weight  $1.40 
No.  115  Weight  $1.75 

STRIPING,  20c  extra 


SUPPORTER 

No.  75  30c 

No.  50  45c 

Ankle  50c 

Knee 50c 

TRACK 

SHOES 

Firestone  Speed 
Shoe 

Canvas  Top 
Crepe  Rubber  Sole 

$1.95 

Special  School 
Price 

SWEATERS 

Heavy  Shaker 

Crew  Neck 
$2.79 

Navy,  Maroon 


Heavy  White 

$3.50 


Coat  Style 

Roll  Collar,  Heavy* 
weight 

$7.50 


Zipper 
Jackets 
$2'95 


Reg.  Price 
$5.00 


• 100%  All  Wool. 
j#  Guaranteed. 

32  Ounce*  Melton. 

0 Reinforced  Leatherette 
Trimmed  Pockets 
•Every  Seam  Covered 
and  Protected. 

NAVY,  MAROON,  GREEN 

This  is  not  the  lightweight  Garment 
sold  elsewhere  for  the  same  prize. 

♦Known  everywhere  for  its  outstanding 
warmth  and  wearing  qualities. 

ZIPPER  MOLESKIN  JACKET 

Any  color,  ribbed  ctfffs,  bottom  and  collar 

$3.25 


Cotton  Jersey 

Any  Color 

85c 

Cotton  Jersey 

Any  two  colors 

$1.00 

MACKINAWS 

Heavy  All 
Wool 

$5.75 

Extra  Heavy 
SWEATERS 

Crew  or  Ring 
Neck 

$4.95 

Sweat  Shirts 
80c 

Sweat  Pants 
$1.50 

Sweat  Sox 
30c 

Cotton  Sox 
20c 


SEE  MR.  FRENCH  FOR  DISCOUNT  CARDS 

M.  S.  ROSENBAUM 

165  BROADWAY  (Corner  Shawmut  Avenue) 

Three  Blocks  from  Metropolitan  Theatre 
Established  1889  BOSTON  Tel.  HAN.  7168 
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NORTHEASTER  IV 
UNIVERSITY 

DAY  DIVISION  .... 

SCHOOL  OF  ARTS  AND  SCIENCES 

Offers  a broad  program  of  college  subjects  including  selected  occupational 
courses,  the  purpose  of  which  is  to  give  the  student  a liberal  and  cultural 
education  and  a vocational  competence  which  fits  him  to  enter  some  specific 
type  of  useful  employment. 

SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS  ADMINISTRATION 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  princi- 
ples of  business  with  specialization  in  ACCOUNTING,  BANKING  AND 
FINANCE,  or  BUSINESS  MANAGEMENT.  Instruction  is  through  lectures, 
solution  of  business  problems,  class  discussions,  motion  pictures,  and  talks  by 
business  men. 

SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING 

Provides  complete  college  programs  in  Engineering  with  professional 
courses  in  the  fields  of  CIVIL,  MECHANICAL,  ELECTRICAL,  CHFMICAL, 
and  INDUSTRIAL  ENGINEERING.  Students  select  the  course  of  speciali- 
zation at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year. 

CO-OPERATIVE  PLAN 

The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial 
experience  with  classroom  instruction.  The  student  earns  a portion  of  his 
school  expenses  and  forms  business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later 
years. 

DEGREES  AWARDED 

The  Bachelor  of  Science  Degree  is  conferred  upon  all  students  who  satis- 
factorily complete  an  approved  course  of  study. 


EVENING  DIVISION 


(FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  university  grade  in  business  and  law,  for  high 
school  graduates  who  find  it  necessary  to  work  during  the  day  but  wish  to 
study  for  further  advancement. 


SCHOOL  OF  BUSINESS 

Specializes  in  accounting  and  business 
administration  under  instructors  ac- 
tually engaged  in  the  business  that 
they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  major  execu- 
tive positions  in  business.  Out- 
standingly successful  in  C.  P.  A. 
examinations. 

School  grants  B.B.A.  and  M.B.A.  de- 
grees. Individual  courses  also  avail- 
able to  special  students. 


SCHOOL  OF  LAW 

Four-year  course.  LL.B.  Degree. 
Graduates  of  this  school  eligible  for 
the  Bar  Examination. 

Case  method  of  instruction  similar  to 
that  in  best  day  law  schools. 

A School  of  high  standards  adapted 
to  the  needs  of  employed  men  and 
women. 

Alumni  outstandingly  successful  as 
lawyers,  judges,  business  executives. 


Graduate*  may  be  admitted  without  examination*  if  grade*  are  satisfactory 
to  the  Department  of  Admission*. 


Catalogs  or  further  information  sent  upon  request 
NORTHEASTERN  UNIVERSITY 


Boston,  Massachusetts 
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